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PREFACE, 

( Origimdly prefixed to the Melodies in the coUeoted 
editio7i of Moore's Works.) 



The recollections connected in my mind with that 
early period of my life, when I first thought of in- 
terpreting in verse the touching language of ray 
country's music, tempt me again to advert to those 
long past days ; and even at the risk of being 
thought to indulge overmuch in what CoUey Gib- 
ber calls " the great pleasure of writing about one's 
self all day," to notice briefly some of those im- 
pressions and influences under which the attempt 
to adapt words to our ancient Melodies was for some 
time meditated by me, and, at last, undertaken. 

There can be no doubt that to the zeal and in- 
dustry of Mr. Bunting his country is indebted for 
the preservation of her old national airs. During 
the prevalence of the Penal Code, the music of Ire- 
land was made to share in the fate of its people. 
Both were alike shut out from the pale of civilized 
life ; and seldom any where but in the huts of the 
proscribed race could the sweet voice of the songs 
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of other days be heard. Even of that class, the it- 
inerant harpers, among whom for a long period 
our ancient music had been kept alive, there re- 
mained but few to continue the precious tradition ; 
and a great music-meeting held at Belfast in the 
year 1792. at which the two or three still remain- 
ing of the old race of wandering harpers assisted, 
eithibited the last public effort made by the lovers 
of Irish music to preserve to their country the only 
graceor ornament left to her, out of the wreck of all 
her hberties and hopes. Thus what the fierce le- 
gislature of the" Pale had endeavored vainly thro' 
so many centuries to effect,— the utter extinction of 
Ireland's Minsirelsy, — the deadly pressure of the 
Penal Laws had nearly, at the close of the eigh- 
teenth century, accomplished ; and, but for the zeal 
and intelligent research of Mr. Bunting, at that cri- 
sis, the greater part of our musical treasures would 
probably have been lost to the world. It was in 
the year 17% that this gentleman published his 
first volume ; and the national spirit and hope, 
then wakened in Ireland by the rapid spread of 
the democratic principle throughout Europe, could 
not but insure a most cordial reception for such a 
■work ; — flattering as it was to the fond dreams of 
Erin's early days, and containing in itself, indeed, 
remarkable testimony to the truth of her claims to 
an early date of civilization. 

It was in the year 1797 that, through the medi- 
um of Mr. Bunting's book, I was first made ac- 
quainted with the beauties of or: native music. 
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A young friend of our family, Edward Hudson, 
the nephew of an eminent dentist of that name, 
who played with much taste and feeHug on the 
flute, and unluckily for himself, was but too deep- 
ly warmed with the patriotic ardour then kindling 
around him, was the first who made known to me 
this rich mine of our country's melodies : — a mine, 
from the working of which my tiumble labours as 
a poet have since derived their sole lustre and val- 
ue. About the same period I formed an acquain- 
tance, which soon grew into intimacy, with young 
Robert Emmet. He was my senior, I think, by 
one class, in the university ; for when, in the first 
year of my course, I became a member of the De- 
bating Society, — a sort of nursery to the authorised 
Historical Society — I found him in full reputation, 
not only for his learning and eloquence, but also 
for the blamelessness of. his life, and the grave 
suavity of his manners. 

Of the political tone of this minor school of ora- 
tory, which was held weekly at the rooms of dif- 
ferent resident members, some notion may be form- 
ed from the nature of the questions proposed for 
discussion, — one of which, I recollect, was, "Whe- 
ther an Aristocracy or a Democracy is most fa- 
vourable to the advancement of science and litera- 
ture'}" while another, bearing even more pointed- 
ly on the relative position of the government and 
the people, at this crisis, was thus significantly 
propounded : — " Whether a soldier was bound, on 
all occasions, to obey the orders of his command- 
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iiig ofRcerl" On the former of these questions, 
the effect of Emmet's eloquence upon his young 
auditors was, I recollect, most striking. The pro- 
hibition against touching upon modern politics, 
which it was subsequently found necessary to en- 
force, had not yet been introduced ; and Emmet, 
who took of course ardently the side of deiaocracy 
in the debate, aftof a brief review of the republics 
of antiquity, showing how much they had all done 
for the advancement of science and the arts, pro- 
ceeded lastly to the grand and perilous example, 
. then passing before all eyes, the young Republic of 
France. Referring to the circumstance told of 
Cassar, that, in swimming across the Rubicon, he 
contrived to carry with him his Commentaries and 
his sword, the young orator said, "Thus France 
wades through a sea of storm and blood ; but 
v/hile, in one hand, she wields the sword against 
her aggressors, with the other she upholds the glo- 
ries of science and literature, unsullied by the en- 
sanguined tide through which she struggles." In 
another of his remarkable speeches, I remember 
his saying, "When a people advancing rapidly in 
knowledge and power perceive at last how far 
their government is lagging behind thehi, what 
then, I ask, is to be done in such a case 1 What, 
but to pull the government up to the people?" 

In a few months after, both Emmet and myself 
were admitted members of the greater and recog- 
nised instifution, called the Historical Society ; and, 
even here, the political feeling so rife abroad con- 
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trived to mix up its restless spirit with all our de- 
bates and proceedings ; notwithstanding the con- 
stant watchfulness of the college authorities, as 
well as of a strong party within the Society itself, 
devoted adherents to the policy of the government, 
and taking invariably part with the Provost and 
Fellows in all their restrictive and inquisitorial 
measures. The most distinguished and eloquent 
of these supporters of power were a young man 
named Sargent, of whose fate in after days I know 
nothing, and Jebb, the late bishop of Limerick, who 
was then, as he continued to be through life, much 
respected for his private worth and learning. 

Of the popular side, in the Society, the chief 
champion and ornament was Robert Emmet ; and 
though every care was taken to exclude from the 
subjects of debate all questions verging towards 
the politics of the day, it was always easy enough, 
by a side-wind of digression or aHusion, to bring 
Ireland and the prospects then opening upon her 
within fae scope of the orator's view. So exciting 
and powerful, in this respect, were Emmet's 
speeches, and so little were even the most eloquent 
of the adverse party able to cope with his powers, 
that it was at length thought advisable, by the 
higher authorities, to send among us a man of 
more advanced standing, as well as belongitsg to a 
former race of renowned speakers, in that Society, 
in order that he might answer the speeches of Em- 
met, and endeavour to obviate the mischievous 
impression they were thought to produce. The 
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name of this mature cliampion of the higher pow- 
ers it is not necessary here to record ; but the ob- 
ject of his mission among us was in some respect 
gained ; as it was in replying to a long oration ot 
hisj one night, that Emmet, much to the mortifi- 
cation of us who gloried in him as our leader, be- 
came suddenly embarrassed in the middle of his 
speech, and, to use the parliamentary phrase, broke 
down. Whether from a momentary confusion in 
the thread of his argument, or possibly from diffi- 
dence in encountering an adversary so much his 
senior, — for Emmet was as modest as he was high- 
minded and brave, — he began, in the full career 
of his eloquence, to hesitate and repeat his words, 
and then, after an effort or two to recover him- 
self, sate down. 

It fell to my own lot to be engaged, about the 
same time, in a brisk struggle with the dorainant 
party in the Society, in consequence of a burlesque 
poem, which I gave in, as a candidate for the 
Literary Medal, entitled 'An Ode upon \othing, 
with notes, by Trismegistus Rustifustius,D.D.' &c. 
For this squib against the great Dons of learning, 
the medal was voted to me by a triumphant majori- 
ty. But a motion was made in the following week 
to rescind this vote ; and a fierce contest between 
the two parties ensued, which I at last put an end 
to by voluntarily withdrawing my composition 
from the Society's Book. 

I have already adverted to the period when Mr. 
Bunting's valuable volume first became known to 
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me. There elapsed no rery long time before I 
was myself the happy proprietor of a copy of the 
work, and, though never regularly instructed in 
music, could play over the airs with tolerable fa- 
cility on the pianoforte. Robert Emmet used 
sometimes to sit by me, when I was thus enga- 
ged ; and I remember one day his starting up as 
from a reverie, when I had just finished playing 
that spirited tune called the Red Fox,* and ex- 
claiming, " Oh that I were at the head of twenty 
thousand men, marching to that air ! " 

How little did I then think that, in one of the 
most touching of the sweet airs I used to play 
to him, his own dying words would find an inter- 
preter so worthy of their sad, but proud feeling ;i" 
or that another of those mournful strains J would 
long be associated, in the hearts of his country- 
men, with the memory of her|| who shared with 
Ireland his last blessing and prayer. 

Though fully alive, of course, to the feelings 
which such music could not but inspire, I had not 
yet undertaken the task of adapting words to any 
of the airs ; and it was, I am ashamed to say, in 
dull and turgid prose, that I made my first ap- 
pearance in print as a champion of the popular 
cause. Towards the latter end of the year 1797, 
the celebrated newspaper called " The Press" was 
set up by Arthur O'Connor, Thomas Addis Emmet, 

• "Let Erin remember the days of old." 

t " Oh, breathe not his nama." 

t " She is far from the land where her yonng hero sleeps." 
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and other chiefs af the United Irish conspiracy, 
with the view of preparing and ripening the pub- 
he mind for the great crisis then fast approaching. 
This memorable journal, according to the impres- 
sion I at present retain of it, was far more distin- 
guished for earnestness of purpose and intrepidity, 
than for any greit display of hterary talent ;— the 
bold lettt.r'i wiitten by Emmet (the elder), under 
the signiluie of Montanus," being the only com- 
positions I cin now call to mind, as entitled to 
praise loi their literary merit. It required, how- 
ever but a small sprinkling of talent to make bold 
writing at thit time, palatable ; and, from the ex- 
perience of my own home, I can answer for the 
avidity with ■which every line of this daring 
journal was devoured. It used to come out, I 
Ihink, twice a week, and, on the evening of pub- 
lication, I always read it aloud to our small circle 
after supper. ^ 

It may easily be conceived that, what with my 
ardour for the national cause, and a growing con- 
sciousness of some little turn for authorship, I was 
naturally eager to become a contributor to those 
patriotic and popular columns. But the constant 
anxiety about me which I knew my own family 
felt, — a feeling more wakeful far than even their 
zeal in the public cause — withheld me from haz- 
arding any step that might cause them alarm. I 
had ventured, indeed, one evening, to pop private- 
ly into the letter-box of The Press, a short Frag- 
ment in imitation of Ossian. But this, though in- 
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serted, passed off quietly ; and nobody was, in 
any sense of the phrase, the wiser for it. I was 
soon tempted, however, to try a more daring flight. 
Without communicating my secret to any one but 
Edward Hudson, I addressed a long Letter in prose 
to the ***** of * * * *, in which a profusion 
of bad flowers of rhetoric was enwreathed plenti- 
fully with that weed which Shakspeare calls "the 
cockle of rebellion," and, in the same manner as 
before, committed it tremblingly to the chances of 
the letter-box. I hardly expected my prose would 
be honoured with insertion, when, lo, on the next 
evening of publication, when, seated as usual in 
my little corner by the fire, I unfolded the paper 
for the purpose of reading it to my select auditory, 
there was my own Letter staring me full in the 
face, being honoured with so conspicuous a place 
as to be one of the first articles my audience 
would expect to hear. Assuming an outward ap- 
pearance of ease, while every nerve within me 
was trembling, I contrived to accomplish the read- 
ing of the Letter without raising in either of my 
auditors a suspicion that it was my own. I enjoy- 
ed the pleasure too of hearing it a good deal prai- 
sed by them ; and might have been tempted by 
this to acknowledge myself the author, had I not 
found that the language and sentiments of the ar- 
ticle were considered by both to be " very bold."* 

• So thoufhl also higher authonties ; for, among; the eitracls from 
The Pisss brought fo™ard by the Secret Commitlee of ihe House of 
Commons, to show how formidable had beea the desigus of the United 



by Google 



I was not destined, however, to remain long un- 
detected. On the following day, Edward Hud- 
son, f the only one, as I have said, entrusted with 
my secret, called to pay us a morning visit, and 
had not been long in the room, conversing with 
my mother, when looking significaully at me he 

said, ' Well, you saw ' Here he stopped ; but 

the mother's eye had followed his, with the rapid- 
ity of lightning, to mine, and at once she perceived 
the whole truth. " That Letter was yours, then 1" 
she asked of me eagerly ; and, without hesitation, 
of course, I acknowledged the fact ; when in the 
most earnest manner she entreated of me never a- 
gain to have any connexion with that paper; and, 
as every wish of hers was to me a law, I readily 
pledged the solemn promise she required. Though 
well aware how easily a sneer may be raised at 
the simple details of this domestic scene, I have 
yet ventured to put it on record, as affording an 
instance of the gentle and womanly watchfulness, 
— the providence, as it may be called, of the little 
world of home, — by which, although placed al- 

Irishmen, there are two or three parographs cited fiom this redoubtable 

+ Of ttie depth and eitent to which Hudson had invoWed himself in 
Itie conspiracy, none of our family had harboured Ihe least notion : till, 
on the Beiaute of the thirteen Leinsler delegates, at Oliver Bond's, in 
themoiithoffHarcli, 1798, we found, to our aslonishment and sorrow, 
that he was one of the uumheT. 

To those uiitsad jn the paintiil history of this period, it is riglit to 
mention that oimosl all the leaders of the United Irish conspiracy were 
Protestants. Among those companions of my own alluded to in tLeso 
pages, I scarcely remember a single Catholic. 
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most in the very current of so headlong a move- 
ment, and Uving famiHarly with some of the most 
daring of those who propelled it, I yet was guard- 
ed from any participation in their secret oaths, 
counsels, or plans, and thus escaped all share in 
that wild struggle to which so many far better 
men than myself fell victims. 

In the mean while, this great conspiracy was 
hastening on, with fearful precipitancy, to its out- 
break ; and vague and shapeless as ^re now known 
to have been the views even of those who were 
engaged practically in the plot, it is not any won- 
der that to the young and uninitiated lilce rayseif 
it should have opened prospects partaking far 
more of the wild dreams of poesy than of the plain 
and honest prose of real Irfe. But a crisis was 
then fast approaching, when such self- delusions 
could no longer be indulged; and when the mys- 
tery which had hitherto hung over the plans of 
the conspirators was to be rent asunder by the 
stern hand of power. 

Of the horrors that fore-ran and followed the 
frightful explosion of the year 1798, 1 have neither 
inclination nor, luckily, occasion to speak. But 
among those introductory scenes, which had some- 
what prepared the pubtic mind for such a catas- 
trophe, there was one, of a painful description, 
which, as having been myself an actor in it, I 
may be allowed briefly to notice. 

It was not many weeks, I think, before this 
crisis, that, owing to information gained by the 
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college authorities of the rapid spread, among the 
students, not only of the principles hut the organ- 
isation of the Irish Union,* a solemn visitation was 
held hy Lord Clare, the vice-chancellor of the 
University, with the view of inquiring into the 
extent of this branch of the plot, and dealing sum- 
marily lyith those engaged in it. 

Imperious and harsh as then seemed the policy 
of thus setting up a sort of inquisitorial tribunal, 
armed with the power of examining witnesses on 
oath, and in a place devoted to the instruction of 
youth, I cannot hut confess that the facts which 
came out in the course of the evidence, went far 
towards justifying even this arbitrary proceeding; 
and to the many who, like myself, were acquain- 
ted only with the general views of the Union lead- 
ers, without even knowing, except from conjecture, 
who those leaders were, or what their plans or ob- 
jects, it was most startling to hear the disclosures 
which every succeeding witness brought forth. 
There were a few, — and among that number, 
poor Robert Emmet, John Brown, and the two 
******sj^ whose total absence from the 

• In the Report from the Secret Committee of the Irisk House of 
Lords, this citension of the plot to the College is noticed as a " despe- 
rate project of the same fection to corrupt the youth of tlie counliy by 
inlrodueing their organised system of treason into the University." 

t One of these brothers had been long agenei-al in the French army ; 
baring taken a part in all those great enterprises of Napoleon ■which 
have now become mater of history. Should these pages mew the eye ot 
Qen_ Jt It * # #^ they will call to his mind the days we passed together 
in Normandy, a few summers since ; — more especially our excursion Ic 
Bayeui, when, as we talked on the way of old college times and itienda 
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whole scene, as well as the dead silence that, day 
after day, followed the calling out of their names, 
proclaimed how deep had been their share in the 
unlawful proceedings inquired into hy this tribunal. 
But there was one young friend of mine, 
*******, whose appearance among the suspected 
and examined as much surprised as it deeply and 
painfully interested me. He and Emmet had 
long been intimate and attached friends; — their 
congenial fondness for mathematical studies hav- 
ing been, I think, a far more binding sympathy 
between them than any arising out of their politi- 
cal opinions. From his being called up, however, 
on this day, when, as it appeared afterwards, all 
the most important evidence was brought forward, 
there could be little doubt that, in addition to his 
intimacy with Emmet, the college authorities must 
have possessed some information which led them 
to suspect him of being an accomplice in the con- 
spiracy. In the course of his examination, some 
questions were put to him which he refused to an- 
swer, — most probably from their tendency to in- 
volve or inculpate others ; and he was according- 
ly dismissed, with the melancholy certainty that 
his future prospects in life were blasted ; it being 
already known that the punishment for such con- 
tumacy was not merely expulsion from the Uni- 
versity, but exclusion from all the learned profes- 
sions. 
b11 the BTcntfuI and stormy scenes we tad passed through siace soem- 
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The proceedings, indeed of this whole day had 
been sucli as to send me to my home in the eve- 
ning with no very agreeable feelings or prospects. 
I had lieard evidence given affecting even the lives 
of some of those friends wliom i had long regarded 
with admiration as well as affection ; and what 
was still worse than even their danger, — a danger 
ennobled, I thought, by the canse in which they 
suffered, — was the shameful spectacle exhibited 
by those who had appeared in evidence against 
them. Of these witnesses, the greater number had 
been themselves involved in the plot, and now 
came forward either as voluntary informers, or 
else were driven by the fear of the consequences 
of refusal to secure their own safety at the expense 
of companions and friends. 

I well remember the gloom, so unusual, that 
hung over our family circle on that evening, as, 
talking together of the events of the day, we dis- 
cussed the likelihood of my being among those 
who would be called up for examination on the 
morrow. The deliberate conclusion, to which my 
dear honest advisers came, was that, overwhelm- 
ing as the consequences were to all their plans and 
hopes for me, yet, if the questions leading to crimi- 
nate others, which had been put to almost all ex- 
amined on that day, and which poor ******* 
alone had refused to answer, I must, in the same 
manner, and at a!I risks, return a similar refusal. 
I am not quite certain whether I received any in- 
timation, on the following morning, that I was to 
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be one of those examined in the course of the day ; 
but I rather think some such notice had been con- 
veyed to me ; — and, at last, my awful turn came, 
and I stood in presence of the formidable tribunal. 
There sate, with severe look, the vice-chancellor, 
and, by his side, the memorable Doctor Duigenan, 
— memorable for his eternal pamphlets against 
the Catholics. 

The oath was proffered to me. " I have an ob- 
jection, my Lord," said I, " to taking this oath." 
" What is your objection?" he asked sternly. " I 
have no fears, my Lord, that any thing I might 
say would criminate myself; but it might tend to 
involve others, and I despise the character of the 
person who could be led, under any such circum- 
stances, to inform against bis associates." This 
was aimed at some of the revelations of the pre- 
ceding day; and, as I learned afterwards, was so 
understood, "How old are yoii, Sir?" he then 
asked. " Between seventeen and eighteen, my 
Lord." He then turned to his assessor, Duigenan, 
and exchanged a few words with him, in an under 
tone of voice. "We cannot," he resumed, again 
addressing me, "suffer any one to remain in our 
University, who refuses to take this oath." "I 
shall, then, my Lord," I replied, "take the oath, 
— still reserving to myself the power of refusing to 
answer any such questions as I have just descri- 
bed." "We do not sit here to argue with you, 
Sir," he rejoined sharply; upon which I took the 
oath, and seated myself in the witnesses' chair. 
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XXiV PREFaCE. 

The following are the questions and answers 
that then ensued. After adverting to the proved 
existence of United Irish Societies in the Universi- 
ty, he asked, " Have yon ever belonged to any of 
these societies^' "No, my Lord." "Have you 
ever known- of any of th« proceedings that took 
place in themi" "No, my Lord." "Did you 
ever hear of a proposal at any of their meetings, 
for the purchase of arms' and ammunition'!" 
"Never, my Lord." "Did you ever hear of a 
proposition made, in one of these societies, with 
respect to the expediency of assassination "J" "Oh 
no, my Lord." He then turned again to Duige- 
nan, and, after a few words with him, said to me : 
— "When such are the answers you are able to 
give*, pray what was the cause of your great re- 
pugnance to taking the oath 1" "I have already 
told your Lordship my chief reason ; in addition 
to which, it was the first oath I ever took, and the 
hesitation was, I think, natural."t 

• There had heeii two questions pat to aU those eiamined on the 
tost day,—" Wara you ever Baked to join any of these eoeteties 7 "— 
and " By whom were you Bsied 7" -which I should have refused to 
answer, and must, of course, have abided Iho consequences. 

t Forthe correctness of Ihsahove report of this short esamination, 
1 can pretty confidenOy answer. It may amuse, therefore, my readers, 
—as showing the manner in which biographers make the moat of small 
fccts —to sea an extract or two from another account of this aflair, pab- 
lished not many years since by an old and zealous friend of our femily 
After stating with tolerable correctness one or two of my answers, the 
writer thus proceeds : — ■' Upon this, Lord Clare repeated the question, 
and yoon^ Moore made such an appeal, as caused his lordship to relai, 
austere and rigid as he was. The words I cannot exactly remember j 
the substance was as follows : — that he entered college to receive ths 
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I was now dismissed without any further ques- 
tioning; and, however trying had been this short 
operation, was amply repaid for it by the kind 
zeal with which my young friends and cotnpi 
flocked to congratulate me; — not so much, I i 
inclined to hope, on my acquittal by the court, as 
on the manner in which 1 had acquitted myself. 
Of my reception, on returning home, after the fears 
entertained of so very different a result, I will not 
attempt any description ; — it was all that such a 
home alone could furnish. 

I have been induced thus to continue down to 
the very verge of the warning outbreak of 1798, 
the slight sketch of my early days which I ventur- 
ed to commence jn the First Volume of this Col- 
lection : nor could I have furnished the Irish Mel- 
odies with any more pregnant illustration, as it 
was in those times, and among the events then 
stirring, that the feeling which afterwards found a 
voice in my country's music, was horn and nur- 
tured. 

I shall now string together such detached no- 
tices and memoranda respecting this work, as I 
think may be likely to interest ray readers. 

educaljon of a echolar and b gtndeman ;that he knew not how to com- 
promise these characters tiy informing: against his college companions ; 
that his own speeches ia the debatii^ society hsd beea ill construed, 
when (he worst that could be Kaid of them was, if inith had been spok- 
en, thai tbey were patrialic , . . thai he was aware of the high-ininded 
noblemau he had the honour of appealing to, and if his lordship coald 
condescend to step from his higb station and place himself in hia situ- 

lic his gutdi 
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XXvi PBEFAGE. 

Of the few songs written with a concealed polit- 
ical feeling,— such as " When he who adores thee,' 
and one or two more,— the most successful, in its 
day, was "When first I met thee warm and 
young," which alluded, in its hidden sense, to the 
Prince Regent's desertion of his political friends. 
It was Ultle less, I own, than profanation to dis- 
turb the sentiment of so beautiful an air by any 
connexion with such a subject. The great suc- 
cess of this song, soon after I wrote it, among a 
large party staying at Chafsworth, is thus alluded 
to in one of Lord Byron's letters to me : — " I have 
heard from London that you have left Chatsworth 

and all there full of 'entusymusy' and, 

in particular, that 'When first I met thee' has 
been quite overwhelming in its efiect. I told you 
it was one of the best things you ever wrote, 
though that dog * * * * wanted you to omit part 
of it." 

It, has been sometimes supposed thai "Oh 
breathe not his name," was meant to allude to 
Lord Edward Fitzgerald : but this is a mistake ; 
the song having been suggested by the well-known 
passage in Robert Emmet's dying speech, "Let 

no man write my epitaph let my tomb 

remain uninscribed, till other times and other men 
shall learn to do justice to my memory." 

The feeble attempt to commemorate the glory 
of our great Duke— "When History's Muse," &c. 
— is in so far remarkable, that it made up amply 
for its want of poetical spirit, by an outpouring, 
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rarely granted to bards in these days, of the spirit 
of prophecy. It was in the year 1S15 that the 
following lines first made their appearance : — 

Aiid still Ihe last crown of thy toils is remaining, 
The grandest, the pureal, even thou hast yel inownj 

Though proud was thy task, other nations unchaining, 
Fatproudettohea) the deep wounds of thj own. 

At the foot of thai throne, for whose weal ihou ha^ stood. 
Go, plead for the land thai first cradled thy fame, &b. 

About fourteen years after these lines were wriU 
ten, the Duke of Wellington recommended to the 
throne the great measure of Catholic Emancipa- 
tion. 

The fancy of the " Origin of the Irish Harp" 
was (as I have elsewhere acknowledged*) sugges- 
ted by a drawing, made under peculiarly painful 
circumstances, by the friend so often mentioned in 
this sketch, Edward Hudson. 

In connexion with another of these matchless 
airs, — one that defies all poetry to do it justice, — 
I find the following singular and touching state- 
ment in an article of the duarterly Review. 
Speaking of a young and promising poetess, Lu- 

* "When, in consequence of the compact entered into between gov- 
ernment and the chief leaders of the conspiracy, the Stale Prisoners, 
belbte proceeding into eiile, were allowed to see their friends, I paid a 
visit 10 Edward Hudson, in the jail of Kilmainham, where he had then 
lain immured for fonr or five months, hearing of friend aiier friend be- 
ing led out to death, and cipecting every week his own lum to come. 
I found that to amuse his solitude iie had made a large drawing with 
{harcoal on the wall of his prison, represFnling that fancied origin of 
ths Irish Harp which, some years aiter, 1 adopted as the subject of 
one of (be 'Melodies.'" — Life and Death of Lord Edward Fitzgerald, 
tdI. L 
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cretia Davidson, who died very early from ner- 
vous excitement, the Reviewer aays, " She was 
particulariy sensitive to music. There was one 
song (it was Moore'B Farewell to his Harp) to 
which she took a special fancy. She wished to 
hear it only at twihght, — thus (with that same 
perilous iove of excitement which made her place 
the ^olian harp in the window when she was 
composing), seeking to increase the effect which 
the song produced upon a nervous system, already 
diseasedly susceptible; for it is said that, when- 
ever she heard tlais song, she became cold, pale, 
and almost fainting; yet it was her favourite of 
all songs, and gave occasion to those verses ad- 
dressed in her fifteenth year to her sister." 

With the Melody entitled, "Love, Valour, and 
Wit," an incident is connected, which awakened 
feelings in me of proud, but sad pleasure, to think 
that my songs had reached the hearts of some of 
the descendants of those great Irish families, who 
found themselves forced, in the dark days of per- 
secution, to seek in other lands a refuge from the 
shame and ruin of their own ;— those, whose story 
I have thus associated with one of their country's 
mogt characteristic airs : — 

Tb Blakes and OTHoimells, whose fathers resign'd 
The green bills of their youlh, among strangers to find 
Tiiat repose which at homo they had sigh'd for in vain. 

From a foreign lady, of this ancient extraction, 
— ^whose names, could 1 venture to mention them, 
would lend to the incident an additional" Irish 
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charm, — T received about two years since, through 
the hands of a gentiemaii to whom it had been 
entrusted, a large portfolio, adorned inside with a 
beautiful drawing, representing Love, Wit, and 
Valour, as described in the song. In the border 
that surrounds the drawing are introduced the 
favourite emblems of Erin, the harp, the sham- 
rock, the mitred head of St. Patrick, together with 
scrolls containing each, inscribed in letters of gold, 
the name of some favourite melody of the fair 
artist. 

This present was accompanied by the following 
letter from the lady herself; and her Irish race, I 
fear, is but too discernible in the generous indis- 
cretion with which, in this instance, she allows 
praise so much to outstrip desert : — 

•' Le 25 Aout, 1836. 

" Monsieur, 

"Si les poetes n'etoient en quelque sorte 
uno propriete intellectuelle dont chacun prend sa 
part h raison de la puissance qu'ils exercent, je ne 
sauvois en verite comment faire pour justifier mon 
courage ! — car il en falloit beancoup pour avoir 
ose consacrer mon pauvre talent d'amateur a vos 
delicieuses poesies, et plus encore pour en reiivoy- 
er le pale reflet a son veritable auteur. 

" J'espere toutefois que ma sympathie pour I'Ir- 
lande vous fera juger ma foible production avec 
cette heureuse partialite qui impose silence a la 
critique : car, si je n'appartiens pas a. I'lle Verte 
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par ma naissance, ni mes relations, je puis diro 
que je m'y interesse avec uii cceur Irlandais, et 
que j'ai conserve phis que le nom de mes peres. 
Cela seul me fait esperer que mes pfetits voyageurs 
ne subiront pas le triste noviciat des etrangers. 
Puissent-ils remplir leur mission sur le sol natal, 
en agissant conjoin tement et toujours pour la cause 
Irlandaise, et amener enfin une ere nouvelle pour 
cette heroi'que et maiheureuse nation : — le moyeo 
de vaincre de tels adversaires s'jIs ne font qu'un ? 

" Vous dirai-Je, Monsieur, les doux moments que 
je dois a vos ouvrages 1 ce seroit rep^ter une fois 
de plus ce que vous entendez tons les jours et de 
tours les coins de la terre. Aussi j'ai garde de 
vous ravir un terns trop pr^cieux par I'echo de ces 
vieiiles Veritas. 

" Si jamais mon ^toile me conduit en Irlande, je 
ne m'y croirai pas etrang^rc. Je sais que le passe 
y laisse de longs souvenirs, et que la conformite 
des desirs et des esperances rapproche en depit de 
I'espace et du tenis. 

"Jusque-Ia, recevez, je vous prie, I'assurance 
de ma parfaite consideration, avec laquelle j'ai 
I'honneur d'etre, 

" Monsieur, 
" Votre tr^s-humble servante, 

"La Comtesse * * * * *" 

Of the translations that have appeared of the 
Melodies in diiferent languages, I shall here men- 
tion such as have come to my knowledge. 
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PREFACE. XXxi 

Latin. — " Caiitus Hibernici," Nicholas Lee Tor- 
re, London, 1S36. 

Italian.— G. Flechia, Torino, 1836.— Adele Cus- 
ti, Milano, 1S36. 

PrewcA.— Madame Belloc, Paris, 1823. — Iioeve 
Teimars, Paris, 1829. 

Russian. — Several . detached Melodies, by the 
popular Russian poet Kozlof. 

Polish. — Selections, in the same manner, by Ni- 
emcewich, Kosmian, and others. 

I have now exhausted not so much my own re- 
collections, as the patience, I fear, of my readers 
on this subject. We are told of painters caHing 
those last touches of the pencil which they give to 
some favourite picture the "ultima basia;" and 
with the same sort of affectionate feeling do I now 
take leave of the Irish Melodies, — the only work 
of my pen, as I very sincerely believe, whose fame 
(thanks to the sweet music in which it is embalm- 
ed) may boast a chance of prolonging its existence 
to a day much beyond our own. 
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DEDICATION 



THE lAECHIONESS OF HEABFORT. 



It is -with a pleasure, not unmijed with melancholy, that I dedi- 
cate the last Number of the Irish Melodies lo your Ladjellip ; not 
can 1 have auj doubt that the feelings with which you receive the 
tiibute vill be of tho same mingled and saddened tone. To you, 
who, though but little beyond the season of childhood when tho 
earlier numbers of this work appeared, lent tlie aid of your beauti- 
ful Toico and, OT«n lh«n, esqaisitc feeling for music, to the bappy 
circle who met, 10 sing them together, under year father's roof, the 
gratification, whatever it may he, which this humble offering brings, 
cannot be otherwise than darlfened by the mournful reflection, 
how many of the voices which then joined with ours are now silent 
in deatti I 

I am not without hope thai, as far as regards the grace and 
spirit of the Melodies, you will find Ibis closing portion of the work 
not unworthy of what has preceded il. The Siiteen Airs, of which 
the Number and the Supplement consist, have heen selected from 
the immense mass of Irish music which has been for years past 
accumulating in my hands ; and it was from a desire to include 
all that appeared most worthy of preservation, that the four sup- 
plementary songs which follow the Tenth Niiniher have beeD 

Trusting that I may yet again, in remembrance of old times, 
hear our voices together in some of the harmonised airs of this 
Volume, I have the honour lo subscribe myself, 

Your Ladyship's faithful Friend and Servant, 

■Thomas Mooeb. 
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IRISH MELODIES. 



00 WHERE GLORY WAITS THEE. 

no where ^lory waits inee, 
But while fame elates Ihee, 

Oh Btill remember me ! 
When the praise thou meetest 
To thine ear is sweetest, 

Oh then remember me ! 
Other arms may press thee, 
Dearer friends caress thee, 
All the joys that bless thee, 

Sweeter far may be ; 
But when friends are nearest, 
And when joys are dearest, 

Oh then remember me ! 

When, at eve, tliou rovest. 
By the stai: thou lovest, 

Oh then remember me ! 
Think, when home returning. 
Bright we've seen it burning 

Oh thus remember me ! 
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Oft a 

Wlien. thine ej'e reposes 

On iU lingering roses. 

Once so ]ov"d by the 
Tliialt of her who wove them, 
Her who made thee love them, 

Oh then remember me ! 

When, aiound thee dying, 
Autumn leaves are lying. 

Oh then remember me ! 
And, at night, when gazing 
On the gay hearth blazing. 

Oh f>till remember me ! 
Then should music, stealing 
All the sou! of feeling. 
To thy heart appealing. 

Draw one tear from thee ; 
Then let memory bring thee 
Strains 1 used to sing thee, — 

Oh (hen remember me ! 
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IRISH MELODIES. 



KEMEMBER THE GLORIES OF BRIEN THE BEAVE, 



■pEMEMBER the glories of Erien fJie brave * 

Thougli the days of the hero are o'er ; 
Thoug-h lost to Moiioiiia,t and cold in the grave, 

He returns to Kinkorat no more. 
That star of the field, which so often hath pom'd 

Its beam on the battle, is set ; 
But enough of its glory remains on each sword. 

To light tis to victory vet. 

Mononia ! when Nature embellished the tint 

Of thy fields, and thy mountains so fair, 
Did she ever intend that a tyrant should print 

The footstep of slavery there ? 
No ! Freedom, whose smile we shall never resign, 

Go, tell our imraders, the Danes, 
That 'tis sweeter to bleed for an age at thy shrine. 

Than to sleep but a moment in chains. 

• Brien Borombe, the great monajch nf Ireland, who was kill- 
ed at the batUe of Clontati; in the beginning of the Ulh cen- 
lurj, after having defeated the Danes in twenty-five engagemenlB. 
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i IRISH MELODIES 

Forget not our wounded companions, who stood* 

In the day of distress by our side ; 
While the moss of the valley grew red with their 

They stirr'd not, but conquer'd and died. 
That sun which now blesses our arms with his light 

Saw thera fall upon Ossory's p.ain ; — 
Oh, let him not blush when he leaves us to-night, 

To tind that lliey fell there in vain ! 



EKIN, THE TEAE AND THE SBIILE. 

"PElN ! the tear and the smile in thins eyes. 
Blend like the rainbow that hangs in thy skies ! 
Shining through sorrow's stream. 
Saddening through pleasure's beam. 
Thy suns with doubtful gleam 
Weep while they rise. 



* This allndes to an interesting ciroumslance related of the Dal- 
gais, Ihe feTOrite troops of Brien, wlien they were interrupted in 
their return from the battle of Clontarf, by Fitzpalricli, prince of 
Ossoiy. The wounded men entreated that they might be allowed 
to ligiit wilh the rest. " Let stakes be stuck in the ground," said 
they, " and suffer each of us, tied to and supported by one of these 
slakes, to be placad in his rank by tbe side of a sound man," — 
" Between seven and Bi;ht hundred wounded men," adds O'Hallo- 
r»n, "pale, emaciated, and supported in this manner, appeared 
nuxed with the foremost of the troops ; never was such another 
sight ejthibited." Hist. Ireland, bk. lii, chap. 1. 
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in ! thy silent tear never stall cease, 

in ! thy languid smile ne'er shall increase, 

Till, like the rainbow's light. 

Thy various tints unite, 

And form in heaven's sight 
One arch, of pence ! 



BREATHE NOT HIS NAME ! 

AH breathe not his name ! let it sleep in the shade, 
^ Where cold and unhonor'd his relics are laiS : 
Sad, silent, and dark, be the tears that we shed, 
As the night-dew itat falls on the grass o'er his head. 

But the night-dew that falls, tho' in silence it weeps, 
Shallbrightenwithverdure the grave where he sleeps. 
And the tear that we shed, though in secret it rolls, 
Shall long keep his memory green in our souls. 



WHEN HE WHO ADORES THEE. 

"\T7HEN he, who adores thee, lias left hut the name 

' ' Of his fault and his sorrows behind, 
Oh ! say wilt thou weep, when they darken the fame 

Of a life that for ihee was resigned ? 
Yes, weep, and however my foes may condemn, 

Thy tears shall efface their decree ; 
For Heaven can witness, though guilty to them, 

I have been but too faithful to thee. 
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6 IRISH MELODIES. 

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love ; 

Every tliought of my reason was thine ; 
In my last humble prayer to the Spirit above 

Thy name shall be mingled ivith mine. 
Oh ! blest are the lovers and friends who shall livi 

The d'lys of thy glory to see ; 
But the next dearest blessing ihat Heaven can gi 

Is the pride of thus dying for thee. 



THE HARP THAT ONCE THRO' TARA'S HALLS. 

THE harp that once through Tara's halls 
The soul of music shed, 
Now hangs as mute on Tara's walls, 

As if that soul were fled. — 
So sleeps tlie pride of former days, 

So glory's chill is o'er ; 
And hearts, that once beat high for praise. 
Now feel that pulse no more. 

No more to chiefs and ladies bright. 

The harp of Tara swells ; 
The chord alone, that breaks at night. 

Its tale of ruin tells. 
Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes. 

The only throb she gives 
Is when some heart indignant breaks, 

To show that still she lives. 
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FLY NOT YET. 



T?LY not yet, 'tis just the hoar 
■*- "Wien pleasure, like the midnight flower, 
That scorns the eye of Tulgar light, 
Begins to bloom for sons of night, 
And maids who love the moon. 
'Twas hut to bless these hours of shade 
That heauty and the moon were made ; 
'Tis then their soft attractrons glowing 
Set the fides and goblets flowing. 

Oh stay ' — Oh stay ' — 
Joy Id w 

Lk h 110 p n 



Fl h f 1 pi d 

In f Id 1 gh Am h de 

Th h y Id by d n 

Y 11 1 k If h be n 

T h h gh 

A d h 1 Id w 1 d 1 ok 

A n h 11 w b 1 

N k 11 U 1 h 

B ngs h al h f b« g 

Oh ay —Oh y — 
\Vh n d d n J, ever break, 
And find such beaming eyes awake 

As those that sparkle here ? 

• Solis Fons, near tlie Temple of Ammon. 
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/~\H ! think not my spirits are always as light, 

^ And as free from a pang, as they seem to you now j 

Nor expect that the lie art-beaming smile of to-nigh'. 

Will return with to-morrow to brighten my brow. 
No : — life is a waste of wearisome hours, 

Which seldom the rose of enjoyment adorns ; 
And the heart that is soonest awake to the flowers 

Is always the first to be touched by the thorns, 
Bot send round the bowl, and be happy awhile ; — 

May we never meet worse, in our pilgrimage here, 
Than the tear that enjoyment can gild with a smile, 

And tlie smile that compassion can turn to a tear. 



The thread of our life would be dark. Heaven knows ! 

If it were not with friendship and love intertwin'd; 
And I care not how soon I may sink to repose. 

When these blessings shall cease to te dear to my 

But they who have lov'd the fondest, the purest, 

Too often have wept o'er the dream they believ'd ; 
And the heart that has slumber'd in friendship se- 
curest 

Is happy indeed if 'twas never deceiv'd. 
But send round the bowl : while a relic of truth 

Is in man or in woman, this prayer shall be mine : 
That the sunshine of love may illumine our youth, 

And the moonlight of friendship console our de- 
cline. 
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THOUGH THE LASl' GLIMPSE OF EEIN. 



'PHO' the last glimpse of Erin with sorrow I see, 
-'- Yet wherever thou art shall seem Erin to me ; 
In exile thy hosom shall still be my home, 

And thine eyes make my climate wherever we 

To the gloom of some desert or cold rocky shore, 
Where the eye of the stranger can haunt us no more, 
I will fly with my Coulin, and think the roug-h wind 
Less rude than the foes we leave frowning behind. 

And I'll gaze on thy gold hair as graceful it wreathes, 
And hang o'er thy soft harp as wildly it breathes ; 
Nor dread that the cold-hearted Saxon will tear 
One chord from that harp, or one lock from that hair.* 



* " lo the twenly-eightti year of the reii;n of Henry VIII. an 
Qct was made respecting the haliits and dress in general of the 
Irish, wherehy ail persons were restrained from being' ehom or 
shaken aboie the eiLrs, or from wenring Glihbes or Coulius, (long 
looks) on their heads, or hair on their upper lip, called Crommeal. 
On this occasion a song was wrillen by one of our bards, in ivhicli 
Bii Irish Tirgin is made to give the preferrace lo her dear Coiitini 
or the youth wilh the flowing locks, to all strangers (by whieh the 
English were meant,) or those who wore their habits. Of this 
song, the air alone has reached us, and is universally admired. 
Walker's Historical Memoirs of Irish Bards. 

Mr. Walker informs us also, thai about the same period, there 
ivere some harsh measures taken against (he Irish minstrels. 
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10 IRISH MELODIES. 

RICH AND KAEE WEKE THE GEMS. 

RICH and ra w th "ems she ware * 

And a b gh g Id 1 d 1 b re ; 

But oh ! hei b y f b y d 

Her sparklin w I a 

" Lady ! dos h f y 

"Sobne aid 1 1 1 1 1 bl k y? 

■■ Are Erin' g d Id 

" As not to b p d by g ^^ ' 

" Sir Knigh I f 1 hi 1 

" No son of E 11 ff 1 — 

" For, though 11 d g 1^ ^^' 

" S" K ■ ht I they love honor and virtue more." 

On h a d 1 n d 1 

In f y ! gl I h d h n ! 



* Th 



th ec ~"Tlio 

J and re- 

t:°7 B ^ lent ad- 

nJmstration, thBt,BsapRofof , nn a young 

lady of great beauty, adorned viilh jewels and a costly dress, un- 
denook » Joutney alone from one end of the kingdom to the other, 
with a wand only in her hand, at the top of which was a nng of 
exceeding great Yalue j and such an impreesion hod the laws and 
government of this monarch made on the minds of all the pcopte, 
that no attempt was made upon her honor, nor was she rohhed ol 
ber clothes or jewels." Warner's Hist. Ireland, vol i. hock i. 



by Google 



IRTSH MELODIES. II 

AS A BEAM O'ER THE FACE OF THE WATERS. 

A S a beam o'er the face of the waters may glow, 
-^ While the tide nins in darkness and coldness 

below, 
So the cheek may be ting'd with a warm sunny smile, 
Though the cold heart to ruin runs darkly the while. 

One fatal remembrance, one sorrow that throws 
Its bleak shades alike o'er our joys and oar woes, 
To which life nothing darker or brighter can bring. 
For which joy has no balm, and affliction no sting — 

O '. this thought in the midst of enjoyment will stay, 
Like a dead leafless hcanch in the summer's bright 

ray; 
The beams of the ivarm sun play round it in vain. 
It may smile in his light, but it blooms not again. 



THE MEETING OF THE WATERS* 

npHERE is not in the wide world a falley so sweet. 
As that vale in whose bosom the briglit waters 

Ok ! the last rays of feeling and life must depart, 
Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart. 

» " The meeting of the waters" forms a piirt of thai beanlifnl 
Eceaeiy whicb lies between RalMrum nnd Arlilow, in the connty 
of Wicklow, and these lines were suggested by a visit lo this n>- 
mimtio spot in the summer of the year 1607. 

t The rivers Avon and Avoca. 
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12 IRISH MELODIES. 

Yet it was not that nature had shed, o'er tlie scene 
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green ; 
'Twas not^her so^t njagio o"f streanftet or iiill, 
Oh no ! — It was something more exquisfte ^till. 

'Twas tliat friends, the belov'd of my bosom, were 

Who made each dear scene of enchantment more deal, 
And who felt how the best charms of nature improve, 
When we see them reflected from loolfs that we love. 

Sweet vale of Avoca ! how calm could I rest 

In thy bosom of shade with the friends I love best, 

Where the storms that we feel in this cold world 

should cease, 
And our hearts, like thy waters, he mingled in peace. 



ST. SENANUS AND THE LADY.* 



'' r^H ! haste and leave this sacred isle, 
Unholy hark ! ere morning smile, 
For on thy deck, though dark it be, 

A female form I see ; 
And I have sworn this sainted sod 
Shall ne'er by woman's feet be trod." 

• In a metrical life of Si, Senanus, whioh is taken from an old 
Kilkenny MS. and may be found among liie Acta Sanctorum Hi- 
beriiiiB, we are told of his fliglit to the island of Soattery, and bis 
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" Oh Father ! send not hence my bark, 
Through wintry winds and billows dark ; 
I come with humble heart to share 

Thy morn and evening prayer ; 
Nor mine the feet, holy saint ! 
The brightness of thy sod to taint." 

The Lady's prayer Senanus spurn'd, . 
The winds blew fresh, the bark return'd J 
But legends hint, that had the maid 

Till morning's light deky'd, 
And given the saint one rosy smile, 
She ne'er had left his lonely isle 



resolution not to admil Bny woman of the patty. He refused to 
raceWe even a sister saint (St. Canneta) whom an angel bad taken 
to the island, for the express purpose of introdueiog her to him. 
The following was the nngracious answer of Senanns, according 
to hia poetical biographer : 

Cui PteesuI, quid fffiminis 

Nee te nee uUam aliam 

Admittemtis in insulam. 
Seethe'AclaSanot. Hib.'p. 610. 

According tn Dr. Ledwich, St. Senanus was no less a personage 
than the river Shannon, but O'Connor and other antiquarians deny 
the metamorphose indignantly. 
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HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUR. 
TTOW dear to me the hour whea daylight dies. 

And sunbeams melt along the silent sea ! 
For tken sweet dreams of other days arise, 
And memory hreathes her vesper sigh to thee. 

And, as I watch the line of light, that plays 

Along; the smooth wave toward the burning west, 

I long to tread that golden path of rays, 

And think 'twould lead to some bright isle of rest. 



TAKE BACK THE VIRGIN PAGE. 

T^AKE back the virgin page, 
-^ White and unwritten still ; 
Some haod more calm and sage 

The leaf must fill. 
Thoughts come as pure as light, 

Pure as even you require ; 
But oh ! each word I write 

Love turns to fire. 

Yet let me keep the book : 

Oft shall my heart renew, 
When on its leaves I look. 

Dear thoughts of you. 
Like yoK 'tis fair and bright ; 

Like you too bright and fair 
To let wild passion write 

One wrong wish there. 
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Haply, when from tiiose eyes 

Far, far away I roam, 
Should calmer thoughts arise 

Towards you and home ; 
Fancy may trace some line 

Worthy tliose eyes to meet ; 
Thoughts that not burn, but shioe, 

Pure, calm, and sweet. 

And as, o'er ocean far, 

Seamen their records keep. 
Led by some hidden star 

Through the cold deep ; 
So may tlie words I write 

Tell through what storms I stray- 
Tow still the unseea light 

Guiding my way. 



THE LEGACY. 

"\TTHEN in death I shall calm recline, 

hear my heart to my mistress dear ; 
Tell her it liv'd upon smiles and wine 

Of the brightest hue, while it linger'd here. 
Bid her not shed one tear of sorrow. 

To sully a heart so brilliant and light ; 
But balmy drops of the red grape borrow. 

To bathe the relic from morn til! night. 
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When the light of my song is o'er, 

Then take my harp to your ancient hail ; 
Hang it up at that friendly door 

Where weary travellers love to call.* 
Then if some bard, who roa.ms forsaken, 

Revive its soft note in passing along. 
Oh ! let one thought of its master waken 

Your warmest smile for the child of song. 
Keep this cup, which is now o'erflowing, 

To grace youi revel when I'm at rest; 
Never, never its balm hpstowing' 

On lips thit beauty hath seldom blest. 
But when sone m.rm deleted lover 

To her he adorea shall bathe its brim. 
Then, then mv "pint around shall hover, 

And hallow each drop that foams for him. 

HOW OFT HAS THE BENSHEE CEIED. 
JOW oft has the Benshee cried, 
How oft has death untied 
Bright links that Glory wove. 
Sweet bonds entwined by Love ! 
Peace to each manly soui that sleepeth ! 
Best to each faithful eye that weepeth ! 
Long may the fair and brave 
Sigh o'er the hero's grave ! 



H° 



*"In every hon 


se was one ot f 


ITO harps, frea to all travdldrs. 


who were the moc 




ore they eioelled Ji mnsic." — 


D'Hai-lorah. 
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We're fallen upon gkiomy days ! * 

Star after star decays, 

Every bright name that aLed 

Light o'er the land is fled, 
Dark falls the tear of him who moumeth 
Lost joy, or hope that ne'er retumeth : 

But brightly flows the tear 

Wept o'er a hero's bier. 

Quench'd are our beacon lights — 
Thou of the Hundred Fights !t 
Thou, on whose burning tongue 
Truth, peace, and freedom hung ! J 

Both mute, '— but long as valor shineth, 

Or mercy's soul at war repineth. 
So long shall Erin's pride 
Tell how they liv'd and died. 

* 1 have endeavored hera, wilhout losing' that Irish characler 
which it is my oiject to preserve throughout this worlc, lo allude 
to the sad and ominous fatality, hy whkli England has been de- 
prived of so many great and good men, at a moment vhen shs 
most requires all the aids of lalent and integrity, 

t This designation, which has been applied to Lord Nelson he- 
fore, is the title given lo a celebrated Irish Heto. in a Poem by 
O'GuivB, the hard of O'Niel, which is quoted in the " Philosoph 
leal Survey of the South of Ireland," page 433. " Con of the Hun 
dred fights, sleep in thy grass-grown tomb, and upbraid not om 
defeats with thy victories I " 

t Foi, "RomflnorumultimuE." 
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WE MAY ROAM. THRO' THIS WORLD. 

"VTfE may roam through, this world, like a child 
at a feast, 

Who but sips of a sweet, and then flies to the rest 
And when pleasure begins to grow dull in the east, 

We may order our wings and be off to the west; 
But if hearts that feel, and eyes that smile, 

Are the dearest gifts that Heaven supplies, 
We never need leave our own green isle 

For sensitive hearts and for sun-bright eyes. 
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd, 

Through this world, whether eastward or west- 
ward you roam, 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round, 

remember the smile that adorns her at home. 

In England the garden of beauty is kept 

By a dragon of prudery placed within call ; 
But so oft this unamiable dragon has slept, 

That the garden' s but carelessly watch'd after all, 
they want the wUd sweet-briery fence. 

Which round the Sowers of Erin dwells ; 
Which warns the touch, while winning the sense. 

Nor charms us least when it most repels. 
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd. 

Through this world, whether eastward or west' 
ward you roam, 
When a cup to the sroile of dear woman goes round 

remember the smilo that adorns her at home. 
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In France, when, the heart of a woman sets sail, 

On the ocean of wedlock its fortune to try, 
Love seldom goes far in a vessel so frail, 

But just pilots her off, and then bids her good-bye '. 
While the daughters of Erin keep the hoy 

Ever smiling; heside his faithful oar, 
Through, billows of woe, and beams of joy, 

The same as he look'd when he left the shore. 
Then remember, wherever yonr goblet is crown'd, 

Through this world, whether eastward or west- 
ward you roam, 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round, 

remember the smile that adorns her at home. 



EVE LE EN'S BOWEE. 

r\ WEEP for the hour 

^ When to Eveleen's bower 
The Lord of the Valley with false vows came ! 

The moon hid her light 

From the heavens that night, 
And wept behind (he clouds o'er the maiden's slian 

The clouds pass'd soon 

Prom the chaste cold moon. 
And heaven smiled again with her vestal flame ; 

But none will see the day 

When the clouds shall pass away, 
Which that dark hour left upon Eveleen's fame. 
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The white sqow lay 

On the narrow path-way, 
When the Lord of the Valley cross'd over tne moor; 

And many a deep print 

On the white snow's tint 
Show'd the traclf of his footstep to Eveleen's door, 

The next sun's ray 

Soon melted away 
Every trace on the path where the false Lord came ; 

But there's a light ahove, 

Which alone can remove 
That stain upon the snow of fair Eveleen's fame. 



LET ERIN REMEMBER. 

T ET Erin remember the days of old, 

Ere her faithless sons hetrayed her ; 
When Malachi wore the collar of gold * 

Which he won from her proud invader. 
When her Ifings, with standard of green unfurled, 

Led the Bed-Branch Knights to danger ; — t 
Ere the emerald gem of the western world 

Was set in the crown of a stranger. 



* " This broiiEht on bji encounler between Malachi ([he mon- 
arch of Ireland in the lOlh oentuty) End the Danes, in whicb Mal- 
achi defeated two of their champions, whom ha encountered enc- 
coESively, hand to hand, taking a collar of gold from the neck of 
one, and carrying off the swoid of the other, as trophies of his 
sictory. — Wahsee's Hist. Ireland, Tol. i. bk, 9. 

t "Military orders of knights were Teiy early established in 
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On Lough Neagh's bank, as the fisherman strays. 
When the clear cold eve's declining, 

He sees the round tov/ers of other days 
In the wave beneath him shining ; 

Thus shall memory often, in dreams sublime, 
Catch a glimpse of the days that are over ; 

Thus, sighing, look through the waves of time, 

For the long-faded glories they cover, * 



Ireland. Long before the birth of Christ we find an hereditary or 
der of chi-valry in Ulster, called Curaidhe na Graiobhe raadh, or 
'the Knights of the Bed Branch,' from their chief seat in Emania, 
adjoining lo the palace rf the Ulster kings, called Tengh na Cta- 
iobhe ruadh, or the Academy of the Bed Branch ; and contiguous 
to whlcli waa a large hospital, founded lor the sick Iinights and" 
soldiers, called Bron-bhearg, or the House of the SortowiUl Sol- 
dier," — O'HAi.LOHiB's Introduction, part i. chap. v. 

* It was an old tradition, in the time of Giraldus, that Lough 
Neagh had been originally a fountain, by whose sadden overflow- 
ing the country vaa inundaled, and a. whole region, lite the At- 
lantis of Plato, overwhelmed. He says thai the fishermen in clear 
weatlier used to point ottt .to sttangets the tall ecclesiastical tow- 
ers under water. ' Fiscatores equEB illios tnrres eedesiaslices, qnie 
more palrite acet:E sunt et allte, necnon et rotundie, sub undia man- 
ifcste, serene tempore conspiciunt, ct exlraneis, transeuutlbus, rei- 
que cansas admiranlibtis &eqaenter ostendunt.' — Topo. Hib. Diet. 
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THE SONG OF FIONNUAIA* 

SILENT, Moyle ! be the roar of thy water, 
Break not, ye breezes, your chain of repose 
While, murmuring mournftilly, Lir's lonely daughter 

Tells to the night-star her tale of woes. 
When shall the swan, her death-note singing, 

Sleep with wings in darkness furled 1 
When will heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 
Call my spirit from this stormy world 1 

Sadly, Moyle, to thy winter-wave weeping. 

Fate bids me languish long ages away ; 
Yet still in her darkness doth Erin lie sleeping, 

Still dofh the pure light its dawning delay. 
When will that day-star, mildly springing, 

Warm our isle with peace and love ? 
When will heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 

Call my spirit to the fields above ? 

• To maka this story inlelligible in a song, would require a 
pinch grettter niimlier of yersea than any one is authorised to in 
flict upon an audienca at once ; the reader must therefore he con 
tent to learn, in a note, that Fionnnala, the daughter of Lir, was 
by some anpemalural power transformed into a swan, and condem- 
ned to wander, for many hundred years, orer certain lakes and 
riTers in Ireland, till the coming of Christianity ; when the first 
Bound of the mass bell was to be the signal of her release. I found 
this fanoifijl fiction among some manuscript translations from the 
Irish, which ware b^n under the direction of that enlightened 
friend of Ireland, (he lata Countess of Moira, 
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COME SEND BOUND THE W1K£, 

COME, send round tlie wine, and leave points of 
belief 
To simpleton sages, and reasoning fools ; 
This moment 's a flower too fair and brief 

To be wither'd and slain'd by the dust of the 
schools. 
Your glass may be purple, and mine may be blue. 

But while they're fiU'd from the same bright bowl, 
The fool, who would quarrel for difference of hue. 
Deserves not the comfort they shed o'er the soul. 

Shall 1 ask the brave soldier \vho fights by my side 

In'the cause of mankind, if our creeds agree ? 
Shall I give up the friend I have valued and tried, 

If he kneel not before the same altar with me ? 
From the heretic girl of my soul should I fly. 

To seek somewhere else a more orthodox kiss ? 
No, perish the hearts and the laws that try 

Truth, valour, or love, by a standard like this ! 



SUBLIME WAS THE WARNING. 

SUBLIME was the warning that Liberty spoke. 
And grand was the moment when Spaniards 
awoke 
Info life and revenge from the conqueror's chain. 
Liberty ! let not this spirit have rest 
Till it move, like a breeze, o'er the waves of the west ; 
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Give the lig-ht of your look fo each sorrowing; spot, 
Nor 0, he the Shamrock of Erin forgot, 

"Wliile you add to your garland the Olive of Spain, 
If the fame of our fathers, bequeath'd with theii rights, 
Give to country its eliarro, and to home its delights. 

If deceit be a wound; and suspicion a stain. 
Then, ye men of Iberia, our cause is the same. 
And may his tomb want a tear and a name. 
Who would ask for a nobler, a holier death, 
Than to turn his last sigh into victory's breath, 

For the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain ! 

Ye Blakes and O'Donnels, wbose fathers resign'd 
The green hills of their youth, among strangers to 
find 
That repose which, at home, they bad sighed for 

Join, join in our hope, that the fiame which you light 
May be felt yet in Erin, as calm and as bright, 
And forgive even Albion, while blushing she draws, 
Like a truant, her sword in the long-slighted cause 

Of the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain ! 
God prosper the cause !— 0, it cannot hut thrive, 
While the pulse of one patriot heart is alive, 

Its devotion to feel, and its rights to maintain. 
Then how sainted by sorrow its martyrs wiD die ! 
The finger of Glory shall point where they lie ; 
While, far from the footstep of coward or slave. 
The young spirit of Freedom shall shelter their grave 

Beneath Shamrocks of Erin and Olives of Spain ! 
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BELIEVE ME, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING. 

"DELIEVE me, if all those endiiaring young 
■'-' charms, 

Which I gaze on so fondly to-day, 
Were to change by to-morrow, and floot In my arms, 

Like fairy gifts, fading away ; 
Thou wouldst still he ador'd, as tliis moment thou art, 

Let thy loveliness fade as it will ; 
And around the dear ruin each wish of my heart 

Would entwine itself verdantly still. 

It is not while beauty and youth are thine own, 

And thy cheeks unprofan'd hy a tear, 
That the fervor and faith of a soul can be known. 

To which time will bat make thee more dear. 
No, the heart that has truly Wd never forgets, 

But as truly loves on to the close ! 
As the sun-flower turns on her god, when he sets, 

The same look which she turn'd when he rose 
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EKIN, OH EJilN. 
JjIKE the bnght lamp tliat alione iiiKildare's holy 

And LuniM ilno' bug ages of darkness uiid storm, 
Is tlie heart tliat sorroivs have irown'd on in vain, 

Wliose spirit outlives tlieni unfading- and warm'. 
Erin, Eiin, thus bright through the tears 
Of a long night of bondage thy spirit appears ! 

The nations have fallen and thou still art yonn^, 
Thy sun is hut rising, when others are set ; 

And tho' slavery's cloud o'er thy morning hath hung, 
The full noon of freedom shall beam round thee yet. 

Erin, Erin, though long in tlie shade, 

Thy star will shine out when the proudest shall fade. 

Ui ch 11 d by the ra and unwak'd by the wind, 
Tl e 1 ly 1 es sleepi g fl ro' winter's cold hour, 

T 11 Spr „ s I gl t to ich her feliers unbind, 

And dayl ght and 1 berty bless the young liower.f 

Er En thy v ter is past, 

A d tl e hope tl at I V d thro' it shall blossom at last. 

*Thenei g sail f e nf S Emlget.at Kildaie, wl.id. Gi- 
raM s men o s Apud luldar am occunit Igiiia Sanet^ Btigida) 
queni em qg b lein Tocaut no quod eilfiiguiuon possit, sed 
quod tam 80l c la moQ ales e saa t£a muliares ignem, sappetcnta 
mi a a fove n u a erapota lii^nis per lot aiiiiorHm 

" '' ^ " "3 "— GiBAiD. Cum. deftlirabil. 
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DRINK TO HER. 

"HEINK to her who long 

Hatli wak'd the poet's sigh, 
The girl who gave to song 

What gold could never buy. 
Oh ! Woman's heart was made, 

For minstrel hands alone ; 
By other fingers play'd 

It yields not half the tone. 
Then here's to her who long 

Hath wak'd the poet's sigh, 
The girl who gave to song 

What gold could never buy. 

At Beauty's door of glass, 

When Wealth and Wit once stood, 
They ask'd her " which might pass ? " 

She answer'd, " he who could." 
With golden key Wealth thought 

To pass — but 'twould not do ; 
While Wit a diamond brought, 

Which cut his bright way through. 
So here's to her who long 

Hath wak'd the poet's sigh, 
The girl who gave to song 

What gold could never buy. 

The love that seeks a hflme 

Where wealth or grandeur shines, 

Is like the gloomy gnome 

That dwells in dark gold mines. 
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But O, the poet's love 

Can boast a brighter sphere ; 
Its native home 's above, 

Thoug^h woman keeps it here. 
Then drink to her who long 

Hath wak'd the poet's sigh, 
The girl who gave to song 

What gold could never buy, 

O BLAME NOT THE BAKD.« 
AH! blame not the bard, if he fly to the bowers. 

Where pleasure lies carelessly smiling at fame ; 
He was born for much more, and in happier hours 

His soul might have burn'd with a holier flame. 
The string, that now languishes loose o'er the lyre, 

Might have bent a proud bow to the warrior's dart,t 
And the lip, which now breathes but the song of desire, 

Might have pour'd the full tide of a patriot's heart. 
But alas for his country ! — her pride is gone by, 

And that spirit is broken, which never would bend ; 

* We may suppose this Bpology lo have been uttered by one of 
tliose wandering bards, whom Spenser so severely, and perhaps 
truly, describes in his ' Stale of Ireland,' and whose poems, be lells 
QB, 'were sprinkled ^vilh some ptetly flowers of their natural de- 
lice, which have good gracs and comeliness unto them, the which 
it >E great pity to sec abused to the gracing of wickedness and vice, 
which, with ^ood usage, would serve to adorn and beautify virtue.' 

t It is coi^jectured by Wormins, that the name of Ireland ia de- 
riiied &om Yb, the Runic foE a Bow, in the nse of which weapon 
llie Irish were once verjr expert. This derivation is certainlf more 
txeditable to us than the following : " So that Ireland (called the 
land of Ibe, for tbe constant broils tbeitin for 400 years) was noir 
bennine tbe land of concord.- -Llovd's Slate Worlhics 
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O'er the ruin her children in secret must sigh, 
For 'tis treason to love her, and death, to defend. 

TJnpriz'd are her sons till they've learn'd to betray ; 
Undistinguish'd thej live, if they shame not their 

And the torch that wou.d light them through digni- 
ty's way 

Must be caught from the pile where their country 
expires. 

Then blame not the bard, if in pleasure's soft dream 

He should try to forget what he never can heal ; 
give but a hope ! — let a vista hut gleam 

Through the gloom of his country, and mark how 
he'll feel ! 
That instant, his heart at her shrine would lay down 

Every passion it nurs'd, every bliss it ador'd. 
While the myrtle, now idly entwin'd with his crown, 

Lite the wreath of Harmodius, should cover his 
sword.* 
But tho' glory be gone, and tho' hope fade away, 

Thy name, lov'd Erin, shall live in his songs ! 
Not ev'n in the hour, when his heart is most gay, 

Will he lose the remembrance of thee and thy 
wrongs. 
The stranger shall hear thy lament on his plains ; 

The sigh of thy harp shall be sent o'er the deep. 
Till thy masters themselves, as they rivet ihy chains. 

Shall pause at the song of their captive, and weep ! 

* See tlie hyinn attribnled lo Alceus, Ev finircov xiaSi to 
l.qioB ijinQJioo'—' I will carry my sword hidden in myrllea 
like Harmodius and Arislogilon,' fcc. 
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WHILE GAZING ON THE MOON'S LIGHT. 

WHILE gazing on the moon's light, 

A moment from her smile I tum'd, 
To look at orbs, that, more bright. 
In lone and distant glory biini'd. 
But too far 
Each proud star, 
For me to feel its warming flame ; 
Much more dear 
That mild spiiere, 
Which near our planet smiling came ; ♦ 
Thus, Mary, be but thou my own ; 

While brighter eyes unheeded play, 
I'll love those moonlight looks alone. 
That bless my home and guide my way. 

The day had sunk in dim showers, 

But midnight now, with lustre meek, 
niumin'd all the pale flowers, 
Like hope upon a mourner's cheek. 

I said (while 

The moon's smile 



• " Of Buch oeteatial bodies as ore visible, the eun eicepted, tbo 
siDgle mooD, as despicable its it is in comparison to most of ihe 
others, is much more ienefioisl than they all put together." — 
Whistok's Theory, &c, 

fii the 'Entreliens d'Arista,' among other ingenious emblems, 
ne find astany sky without a moon, with these words 'Mon mills, 
quod alisens. ' 
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Pfay'd o'er a stream, in dimpling blissi), 
" The moon looks 
"On many brooks, 
" The brook can see no moon hut this." * 
And thus I tboug-ht our fortunes run, 

For many a lover looks to thee, 
While 0, I feel there is but one. 
One Mary iu the world for me. 

ILL OMENS. 

WHEN daylight ivas yet sleeping under the billow. 

And stars in the heavens still lingering shone, 
Young Kitty, all blushing, rose up from her pillow. 

The last time she e'er was to press it alone. 
For the youth whom she treasur'd her heart and her 
soul in 
Had promis'd to link the last tie before noon ; 
And when once the young heart of a maiden is stolen. 
The maiden herself will steal after it soon. 

As she look'd in the glass, which a woman ne'er 

Nor ever wants time for a sly glance or two, 

A butterfly, fresh from the night-flower's kisses, t 

Flew over the mirror, and shaded her view, 

* This image wes euggealed by the following thought, wliich 
occurs somewhere in Sir William Jones's works : " The moon 
looks upon many night-flowers, the night-flowei sees but one 

t All emblem ul the soul. 
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Enrag-'d with the insect for hiding her graced, 
She hrush'd him — he fell, alas, never to lise ! — 

"Ah ! such," said the girl, "is the pride of our faces, 
For which the soul's innocence too often dies." 



While she stole through the garden where heart's- 
ease was growing, 
She culi'd some, andkiss'd off its night-fallen dew; 
And a rose, further on, look'd so tempting and glow- 
ing. 
That, spite of her haste, she must gather it too. 
But while o'er the roses too carelessly leaning. 

Her zone flew in two, and the heart's-ease was lost ; 
" Ah ! this means," said the girl, (and she sigh'd at 
its meaning,) 
" That love is scarce worth the repose it will cost." 



BEFORE THE BATTLE. 

"DY the hope within us springing. 
Herald of to-morrow's strife, 

By that sun, whose light is bringing 
Chains or freedom, death or life — 

Oh! remember, life can he 

No charm for him who lives not free ! 
Like the day-star in the wave 
Sinks a hero in his grave, 

'Midst the dew-fall of a nation's tears. 
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Happy is he o'er whose decline 
The smiles of home may soothing shine, 
And light him down the steep of years ; — 
But 0, how blest they sink to rest, 
Who close their eyes on victory's breast! 

O'er his watch-fire's fading embers 
Now the foeman's cheek turns white 

When his heart that field remembers, . 
Where we tam'd his tyrant might ! 

Never let him bind again 

A chain like that we broke from then. 
Hark ! the horn of combat calls — 
Ere the golden evening falls 

May we pledge that horn in triumph round.* 
Many a heart that now beats high, 
In slumber cold at night shall lie. 

Nor waken ev'n at victory's sound : — 
But O, how blest that hero's sleep, 
O'er whom a wondering world shall weep ! 



AFTER THE BATTLE. 
"VTIGHT cios'd around the conqueror's way. 
And lightnings show'd the distant hill, 
Where those who lost that dreadful day 
Stood few and faint, but fearless still ! 

* " The Irish coma was not entirely devoted to niarlia] patposas. 
In the heroic ages, our ancestors quaffed meiMlh out of ihenl, es tlko 
Danish hunlers do their beverage at this day.— Walkee. 
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The soldier's hope, the patriot's zeal, 
For ever dimm'd, for ever cross'd — 

Oh ! who shall say what heroes feel, 
When all but life and honor 's lost ? 

The last-sad hour of freedom's dream, 

And valor's task, mov'd slowly by, 
While mute they watch'd, till morning's beam 

Should rise, and give them light to die. 
There's yet a world where souls are free, 

Where tyrants taint not nature's bliss ; 
If death that world's bright opening be. 

Oh ! who would live a slave in this * 



'TIS SWEET TO THINK. 

•mis sweet to think, that, where'er we rove. 

We are sure to find something blissful and dear, 
And that when we're far from the lips we love, 
We've but to make love to the lips we are near.* 



• I believfl it is Maimonlel wbo says, ' Quand on n'a pas ce qua 
Von aime, il ftul aimer ce que I'on a.'-Thete are eo many matler- 
of.&ct people, who lalie sucli jeui d'esprit as Ihis defence of incon- 
Btanoy, to he the actual and genuiae aentimcnts of him who vmtes 
them, that Ihey compel one in self-defence lo be as matter-of-fttt 
K themselves, and to remind them that Democrilus was not the 
woisa physiologist, for having playfully contended that snow- was 
bUck'; nor Erasmus in any degree the less wise for having wtit- 
nn aniiutenkuis ei 
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The heart, like a tendril, accustom'd to cling, 

Let it grow where it will, cannot flourish alone, 
But will lean to the nearest and loveliest thing 

It can twine with itself, and make closely its own. 
Then what pleasure, where'er we rove. 

To be sure to find something, still, that is dear, 
And to know wlien far from the lips we love, 

We've but to make love to the lips we are near. 

'Twere a shame, when flowers around us rise. 

To make light of the rest, if the, rose is n't there ; 
And the world so rich in resplendent eyes, 

'Twere a pity to hmit one's love to a pair. 
Love's wing and the peacock's are nearly alike. 

They are both of them bright, but they're change- 
able too, 
And, wherever a new beam of beauty can strike. 

It will tincture Love's plume with a different hue ! 
Then what pleasure, where'er we rove. 

To be sure to find something, still, that is dear. 
And to know, when far from the lips we love. 

We've but to make love to the lips we are near. 



THE IRISH PEASANT TO HIS MISTEESS.' 

THEOUGH grief and through danger thy smile 

hath cheer'd my way. 
Till hope seem to bud from each thorn that round 

♦ Mcnning, allegorieally, the ancient Ctiureli of lieiimd. 
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The darker our fortune, the brighter our pure love 

Till shame into glory, till fear into zeal was tura'd. 
Yes, slave as I was, in thy arms my spirit felt free, 
And bless'd ev'n the sorrows that made me more 
deal to thee. 

Thy rival was honor'd, while thoii wert wrong'd and 

scorn'd. 
Thy crown was of briers, while gold her brows a- 

She woo'd me to temples, while thou lay'st hid in 

Her friends were all masters, while thine, alas, were 

slaves i 
Yet cold in the earth at thy feet 1 wpuld rather be. 
Than wed what I love not, or tuinone thought from 

thee. 

They slander thee sorely, who say thy vows are frai] ; 
Hadst thou been a false one thy cheek had look'd 

They say too, so long thou hast worn those linger- 
That deep in thy heart they have printed their ser- 
vile stains — 
0, foul is the slander ! — no chain could that souJ 

subdue — 
Where shineth thy spirit, there liberty shinefh too.* 
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WHEN through life unblest we rove, 

Losing all that made life dear, 
Should some notes we us'd to love 

In days of boyhood meet our ear, 
O how welcome breathes the strain 

Wakening thoughts that long have slept, 
Kindling former smiles again 

In fiided eyes (hat long have wept. 

Like the gale that sighs along 

Beds of oriental flowers. 
Is the grateful breath of song. 

That once was heard in happier hours ; 
Fill'd with balm the gale sighs on, 

Though the flowers have sunk in death ; 
So when pleasure's dream is gone, 

Its memory lives in Music's breath. 

Music ! how failit, how weak, 

Language fades before thy spell ! 
Why should Feeling ever speak 

When thou canst breathe her soul so well 
Friendship's balmy words may feign. 

Love's are ev'n more false than they ; 
Oh 'tis only Music's strain 

Can sweetly soothe and not betray. 
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IT IS NOT THE T.I':aI!. 



TT is not the fear at this moment shed,'^ 

When the cold turf has just heen lair o'er him, 
That can tell how helov'd was the friend that's fled 

Or how deep in our hearts we deplore him. 
'Tis the tear through many a long day wept, 

'Tis life's whole path o'ershaded ; 
'Tis the one rememhrance fondly kept, 

When all lighter griefs are faded. 

Thus his memory, like some holy light, 

Kept alive in our hearts, will improve them ; 
For worth shall look fairer, and truth more bright, 

When we think how he liv'd but to love them ! 
And as fresher flowers the sod perfume 

Where buried saints are lying. 
So our hearts shall borrow a sweetening bloom 

From the image he left there in dying ! 



THE ORIGIN or THE HARP. 



for 



*rriS beiiev'd that this Harp, which I wake 

thee, 

Was a Siren of old, who sung under the sea, 
And who often, at eve, thro' the bright waters rov'd. 
To meet on the green shore a youth whom she lov'd. 
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But she loy'd him in vam, for he left her to weep, 
And in tears, all the night, her gold tresses to steep, 
Till Heaven look'd with pity on true love so warm, 
And chang'd to this soft Harp the sea*mftiden's form. 

Still her bosom rose fair — still her cheeks smil'd 

the same — 
While her sea-beauties gracefully formed the light 

And her hair, as, let loose, o'er her white arm it fell, 
Was chang'd to bright chords uttering melody's spell. 

Hence it came that this soft Harp so long hath been 

known 
To mingle love's language with sorrow's sad tone ; 
Till thou didst divide them, and teach the fond lay 
To speak love when I'm near thee, and grief when 

away. 



LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM. 

f\U ! the days are gone, when Beauty bright 

My heart's chain wove ; 
When my dream of life, from morn till night, 

Was love, still love ! 

New hope may bloom. 

And days may come, 
Of milder, calmer beam, 
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But there's nothing half so sweet in life 
As love's young- dream : 

No, there's nothing half so sweet m life 
As^ioYe's young dream. 

Though the bard to purer fame may scmr, 

Whet! wild youtli's past; 
Though he win the wise, who froMTi'd teforc; 

To smile at last ; 

He'll never meet 

A joy so sweet, 

In al! his noon of fame. 

As when first he sung to woman's ear 

His soul-felt flame. 
And, at every close, she blusli'd to hear 

The one lov'd name ! 

No, — that hallow'd form is ne'er forgot. 

Which first love trac'd ; 
Still it lingering haunts the greenest spot 
On memory's waste. 
'Twas odor iled 
As soon as shed ; 
'Twas morning's winged dream 
'Twas a light that ne'er can shine again 

On life's duU stream : 

Oh ! 'twas light that ne'er can shine again 

On life's dull stream. 
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THE PRINCE'S DAY.* 



rpHO' dark are our sorrows, to-day we'll forget them, 
And smile through our tears, like a sunbeam in 



There never were hearts, if our rulers would let them, 
More forra'd to be grateful and blest than ours. 
But just when the chain 
Has ceased to pain, 
And hope has enwreath'd it round with flowers, 
There comes a new link 
Our spirits to sink — 
O, the joy that we taste, like the light of the poles, 

Is a flash amid darkness, too brilliant to stay ; 

But though 'twere the last little spark in our souls, 

We must light it up now, oa our Prince's Day. 

Contempt on the minion, who calls you disloyal '. 

Tho' fierce to your foe, to your friends you are true ; 
And the tribute most high to a head that is royal. 
Is love from a heart that loves liberty too. 
While cowards, who blight 
Your fame, your right. 
Would shrink from the blaze of the hattle array. 
The standard of Green 
In front would he seen — 

■* This song was written for a f file in honor of the Prince of 
Wales' birtb day, given by my friend, Major Bryan, last yeai (1810) 
at his seat in the county of Kilkenny. 
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You'd cast every bitter remembrance away, 
And show what the arm of old Erin has in it, 
When rous'd by the foe on her Prince's Day. 

He loves the Green Isle, and his love is recorded 

In hearts which have suffered too much to forget ; 
And hope shall be crown'd, and attachment rewarded. 
And Erin's gay jubilee shine out yet. 
The gem may be broke 
By many a stroke, 
But nothing can cloud its native ray ; 
Each fragment will cast 
A light to the last, — 
And thus Erin, my country, though broken thou art. 
There's a lustre within thee that ne'er will decay; 
A spirit which beams through each sufTering part. 
And now smiles at all pain on the Prince's Day. 



WEEP ON, "WEEP ON. 

"WEEP on, weep on, your hour is past J 

Your dreams of pride ate o'er ; 
The fatal chain is round you cast, 

And you are men no more. 
In vain the hero's heart hath bled ; 

The sage's tongue hath warn'd in vain,- 
Oh, Freedom ! once thy flame hath fled, 

It never lights 'again ! 
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Weep on — perhaps in after days 

They'll learn to love your name : 
Wlien many a deed may wake in praise 

That long hath slept in blame. 
And whea they tread the ruin'd aisle 

Where rest, at length, the lord and slave. 
They'll wondering ask, how hands so vile 

Could conquec hearts so brave ? 

" 'Twas fate," they'll say, " a wayirard fate, 

Your web of discord wove ; 
And while your tyrants join'd in hate. 

You never join'd in love. 
But hearts feO off, that ought to twine. 

And man profan'd what God had given, 
Till some were heard to curse the shrine. 

Where others knelt to heaven." 



LESBIA HATH A BEAMING EYE. 

T ESBIA hath a beaming eye. 

But no one knows for whom it heamelh ; 
Eight and left its arrows fiy. 

But what they aim at no one dreameth. 
Sweeter 'tis to gaze upon 

My Nora's lid that seldom rises ; 
Few its looks, but every one, 

Like unexpected light, surprises. 
Oh, my Nora Creina, dear. 

My gentle, bashful Nora Creina, 
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Beauty ]ies 
In many eyes, 
But love in yours, my Nora Greina ! 

Lesbia wears a robe of gold, 

But all so close the nymph hath laced it, 
Not a charm of beauty's mould 

Presumes to stay where nature placed it. 
O, my Nora's gown for me, 

That floats as wild as mountain breezes 
Leaving every beauty free 

To sink or swell as Heaven pleases. 

Yes, my Nora Creina, dear, 

My simple, graceful Nora Creina, 

Nature's dress 

Is loveliness — 

The dress you wear, my Nora Creina. 

Lesbia hath a wit refin'd, 

But when its points are gleaming round us, 
Who can tell if they're desigii'd 

To dazzle merely, or to wound us ? 
Pillow'd on my Nora's heart 

In safer slumber Love reposes — 

Bed of peace ! whose roughest part 

Is but the crumpling of the roses. 

Oh, my Nora Creina dear. 
My mild, my artless Nora Creina, 
Wit, though bright. 
Hath no such light 
As warms youi eyes, my Nora Creina, 
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I SAW THY FORM. 



J SAW thy fonn in youthful prime, 

Nor thought that pale decay 
Would steal before the steps of Time, 

And waste its bloom away, Mary ! 
Yet stiU thy features wore that light, 

Which fleet not with the breath ; 
And life ne'er look'd more truly bright 

Than in thy smile of death, Mary ! 

As streams that run o'er golden mines, 

Yet humbly, calmly glide, 
Nor seem to know tlie ivealth that shinoB 

Within their gentle tide, Mary ! 
So, veil'd beneath the simplest guise, 

Thy radiant genius shone. 
And that which charm'd all other eyes, 

Seem'd worthies? in thine own, Mary ! 

if souls could always dwell above, 

Thou ne'er hadsl left that sphere ; 
Or could we keep tlie souls we love, 

We ne'er had lost thee here, Mary ! 
Though many a gifted mind we meet, 

Thougli fairest forms we see, 
To live with them is far less sweet 

Than to remember thee, Mary ! * 

• I have here miwls a feeble efibn to imitate that eiqoisile in- 
ription of Shenslone's~"Heu! quanto minus est cum reliquis 
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BY THAT LAKE.* 



"DY that Lake, whoso gloomy sliore 

Skylark never warbles o'er, f 
Where the oliff hangs high and steep, 
Youn^ Saint Kevin stole to sleep. 
" Here, at least," he calmly said, 
" Woman ne'er shall find my bed." 
Ah! the good Saint little knew 
What that wily sex can do. 
'Twas from Kathleen's eyes he flew, 
Eyes of most unholy blue ! 
She had lov'd him well and long, 
Wish'd him hers, nor thought it wrong. 
Wheresoe'er the Saint would fly, 
Still he heard her light foot nigh ; 
East or west, where'er he turn'd, 
Still her eyes before him burn'd. 

On the bold cliff's bosom cast, 
Tranquil now he sleeps at last : 
Dreams of Heaven, nor thinks that e'er 
Woman's smile can haunt him there, 
^ut nor earth nor heaven is free 
From her power, if fond she be : 
Even now, while calm he sleeps, 
Kathleen o'er him leans and weeps. 

* This ballad is founded upon one of the many stories related of 
St Kevin, whose bed in the rocli is to be eeeu at Glendslpugb, ■ 
most gloomy and romantic spot in the county of Wiclilow. 

t There are many other curious traditions concerning this late, 
which may be found in Gitaldus, Colgan, &c. 
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had track'd iis feet 
To this rocky, wild retreat ; 
And, when morning met his yiew, 
Her mild glances met it too. 
Ah ! your saints have cruel hearts ! 
Sternly from his hed lie starts, 
And with rude, repulsive shock, 
Hurls her from the beetling rock. 

Glendalough ! thy gloomy wave 
Soon was gentle Kathleen's grave ! 
Soon the Saint (yet ah! too late), 
Felt her love, and moum'd her fate. 
When he said, " Heaven rest her soul ' 
Eound the Lake light music stole ; 
And her ghost was seen to glide, 
Smiling, o'er the fatal tide ! 



SHE IS FAR FHOM THE LAND. 

SHE is fat from the land where her young hero 
sleeps, 

And lovers are round her, sighing ; 
But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps. 

For her heart in his grave is lying. 

She sings the wild song of her dear native plains. 
Every note, which he lov'd, awaking ; — 

Ah ! little they think, who delight in her strains, 
How the heart of the minstrel is breaking J 
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He had liv'd for his love, for his country lie died, 
They were all that to life had entwin'd him ; 

Nor soon shall the tears of his country he dried, 
Nor long will his love stay hehind him. 

Oh ! make her a grave where the sunheams rest 
When they promise a glorious morrow ; 

They'll shine o'er her sleep, like a smile from thi 
West, 
From her own lov'd island of sorrow. 



NAY, TELL ME WOT. 

WAY, tell me not, dear, that the gohlet drowns 

One charm of feeling, one fond regret ; 
Believe me, a few of thy angry frowns 
Are all I've sunk in its hright wave yet. 
Ne'er hath a heam 
Been lost in the stream 
That ever was shed from thy form or eoul ; 
The spell of those eyes. 
The balm of thy sighs. 
Still float on the surface, and hallow my howl. 
Then fancy not, dearest, that wine can steal 
One blissful dream of the heart from me; 
Like founts, that awaken the pilgrim's zeal, 
The bowl but brightens my love for thee. 
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They tell us that Love, in his fairy bower, 

Had two blush-roses of birtfi divine ; 
He aprinliled the one with a rainbow's shower, 
But bath'd the other with mantling wine. 
Soon did the buds, 
That drank of the floods 
Distill'd by the rainbow, decline and fade ; 
While those which the tide 
Of ruby bad dy'd 
All blush into beauty, like thee, sweet niaidj! 
Then fancy not, dearest, that wine can steal 
One blissful dream of the heart from me ; 
Like founts, that awaken the pilgrim's zeal, 
The bowl but brightens my love for thee ! 



AVENGING AND BRIGHT." 

j^VENGING and bright fall the swift sword of Erin 
On him who the brave sons of TJsna betraj'd ! — 
For every fond eye te hath waken'd a tear in, 
A drop from liis heart-wounds shall weep o'er her 



* The words of this song vrere suggested by the very ancient 
Irish story colled ' Dairdri, or the Lamentable Fate of the Sons ol 
Usnsch,' which has been translated literally from the Gaelic by 
Mr O'Planagan, (see irol. 1 of the Transactions of the Gaelic So- 
cielj of Dublin), and upon which it appears that the ' Darlhula' ol 
Macpherson is founded. The treachery of Connor, king of Ulster, 
in putting to death the three sons of Usna, was the cause of a de- 
solating war against Ulster, which terminated in the dealruclion 
of Eman. " This slorj," says Mr O'Fbni^an, " has been from 
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By the red cloud that hung over Connor's dark dwel- 
ling,^ . . 
When + Ulad's three champions lay sleeping in 

By the biEows of war, which, so often high swelling, 
Have wafted these heroes to victory's shore — 

"We swear to revenge them !— no joy shall he tasted, 
The harp shall he silent, the maiden unwed. 

Our halls shaO be mute, and our fields shall lie -.vasted, 
TillVengeance is wreak'd on the murderer's head ! 

Yes, monarch ! the' sweet are our home recollections, 
Tho' sweet are the tears that from tenderness fall ; 

Though sweet are our friendships, our hopes, our 
affections. 
Revenge on a tyrant is sweetest of all ! 

lime immemorial held in high repute, as one of the Ihree iragic 
Blories of the Irisli. These are, ' The death of the children ol 
Touran -' ' The death of the childien of Lear' (both regarding Tu. 
. atha de DaoaiiBJ ; and this, ' The death of the children of Usnacl.,' 
which is B Milesian story."' It will he recollected that, in another 
part of these Melodies, there Is a ballad upon the story of the chii- 
drenofLearorLir; 'Silent, OMoyle.' 

Whatever may be thought of those sanguine claims to anliqnity, 
which Mr O'Flanagan and others advance for the literature^ of 
Ireland, it would be a very lasting reproach upon our nationality, 
if the Gaelic researches of these gentlemen did not meet with all 
the liberal enconragement they merit. 

* " O Nasi I view that cloud that I here see in the sky I 1 see 
over Eman-greentt chilling cloud of blood-tinged red."— Deibebi'b 

t Ulster. 
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WHAT THE BEE IS. 

flc.— WHAT the bee is to the floweret, 
When he looks for lioney dew, 
Through the leaves that close embower it, 
Thai, my love, I'll be to you. 

She. — What the bank, with verdure glowing, 
Is to waves that wander near, 
Whispering' kisses, while they're going. 
That I'll be to you, my dear. 

She. — But, tliey say, the bee's a rover, 

Who will fly when sweets arc gone , 
And when once the kiss is over, 
Faithless brooks will wander on. 

He. — Nay, if flowers will lose their looks, 
If sunny banks wiU wear away, 
'Tis but rig-ht that bees and brooks 

Should sip and kiss them while they may. 



LOVE AND THE NOVICE. 



e dwell in. holiest bowers, 
:e angels of light o'er our orisons bend ; 
" Where sighs of devotion and breathings of flowers 
" To Heaven in mingled odor ascend. 
" Do not disturb our calm, Love ! 
" So like is thy form to the cherubs above, 
" It well might deceive such h«ar(L> as our.s." 
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Love stood near the Novice, and listen'd, 

And Love is no novice in taking a hint ; 
His laughing blue eyes soon with piety glisteii'd ; 
His rosy wing turn'd to heaven's own tint. 
■" Who would have thought," the urchin cries, 
" That Love could so well, so gravely disguise 
" His wandering wings, and wounding eyes ? " 

Love now warms liee, waking or sleeping, 
Yonng Novice ! to him all thy orisons rise ; 

He tinges the heavenly fount with his weeping. 
He fcrightens the censer's flame with his sighs. 

Love is the saint enshrined in thy breast, 
And angels themselves would admit such a guest, 
If he came to them cloth'd in Piety's vest. 



THIS LIFE IS ALL CHEQUEK'D. 

fTHIS life is all chequer'd with pleasures and woes. 
That chase one another like ^vaves of the deep ; 
Each brightly or darkly, as onward it flows. 

Reflecting our eyes, as they sparkle or weep. 
So closely our whims on our miseries tread. 

That the laugh is awak'd ere the tear can he dried ; 
And, as fast as the rain-drop of Pity is shed. 

The goose-pInmage of Folly can turn it aside. 
But pledge me the cup — if existence would cloy. 

With hearts ever happy, and heads ever wise. 
Be ours the light Sorrow, half-sister to Joy, 

And the lioht brilliant Folly that flashes and dies 
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When Hyks was sent with his urn to the fount, 

Thro' fields full of light, with heart full of play, 
Light rambled the hoy over meadow and mount, 

And neglected his task for the flowers on the way.* 
Thus many, like me, who ia youth should have 
tasted 

The fountain that runs hy Philosophy's shrine. 
Their time with the flowers on the margin have 
wasted, 

And left their light urns all as empty as mine. 
But pledge me the goblet — while Idleness weaves 

These flowerets together, should Wisdom but see 
One bright drop or two that has fallen on the leaves 

From her fountain divine, 'tis sufficient for me. 



OH THE SHAMEOCK, 

r|lHROUGH Erin's Isle, 
To sport awhile. 
As Love and Valor wander'd. 

With Wit the sprite, 

Whose quiver bright, 
A thousand arrows squander'd ; 

Where'er they pass, 

A triple grass t 
Shoots up with deiv-drops streaming, 

* Proposito florem ptielulit officio. 

PuoPEBT. lib, i. ejeg. 30. 
t St Palricb is said to have made use of lliat Bpacies of tlie In 
foil, to wliidi iir. Ireland we give tto iimne of Shamrock, in ej 
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As softly green 
As emeralds seen 
Through purest crystal gleaming. 
(he Shamrock ! the green, immortal Shamrock ! 
Chosen leaf 
Of bard and chief, 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 

Says Valor, " See, 

They spring for me, 
Those leafy gems of morning 1 " 

Says Love, " No, no. 

For me they grow, 
My fragrant path, adorning." 

But Wit perceives 

The triple leaves, 
Aad cries, " do not sever 

A type that blends 

Three godlike friends, 

Love, Valor, Wit, for ever ! " 

O the Sliam.rock ! the green, immortal Shamrock ' 

Chosen leaf 
Of bard and chief. 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 



plaining tie doctrine of the Trinity to the pagan Irish 
know if there be any oilier reason for our ailoption of t 
R BBtional emblem. Hope, among the aneienls, vias 
Fepresented as a beautiful child, staadiii^ on tiploes, a 
or ihree-coloied grass in her liand. 
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So firmly fond 

May last the bond 
They wove that mom together. 

And ne'er may fall 

One drop of gali 
On Wit's celestial feather ! 

May Love, as twine 

His flowers divine, 
Of thorny falsehood weed 'em ! 

May Valor ne'er 

His standard rear 
Against the cause of Freedom ! 
the Shimrodk! the green, immortal Shamrock! 

Chosen leaf 
Of bard and chief. 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 



AT THE MID HOUR OF NIGHT. 

A T the mid hour of night, when slars are weeping, 

I fly 
To the lone vale we lov'd, when life shone warm in 

thine eye j 
And 1 think oft, if spirits can steal from the regions 

of air, 
To revisit past scenes of delight, thou wilt come to 

me there, 
And tell ine, our love is remembcr'd even in the sky ! 
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Then I sing the wild song:, 'twas once such pleasure 

to hear, 
When our voices commingling, breath'd like one on 

the ear ; 
And as Echo far off through the vale my sad orison 

I think, O my love ! 'tis thy voice from the kingdom 

of Souls,* 
Faintly answering still the notes that once were so 



ONE EUMPER AT PAKTING. 

ANE bumper at parting ! — though many 

Have circled the hoard since we met, 
The fullest, the saddest of any, 

Remains to he crown'd by us yet. 
The sweetness that pleasure has in it 

Is always so slow to come forth. 
That seldom, alas, till the minute 

It dies, do we know half its worth. 
But come, — may our life's happy measure 

Be all of such moments made up ; 
They're born on the bosom of Pleasure, 

They die 'midst the tears of the cup. 



• " There are conntries," says Montaigne, " where they helieve 
the souls of the happy lire in all manner of liberty, in d^lielnful 
fields ; and that il is those souls repeating the words we utler, 
which we coll Echo." 
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As onward we journey, how pleasant 

To pause and inhabit awhile 
Those few sunny spots, like the present, 

That 'mid the duD wilderness smile ! 
But Time, like a pitiless master. 

Cries ' Onward !' and spurs the gay hours — 
Ah ! never doth time travel faster 

Than when his way lies among flowers. 
But come — may our life's happy measure 

Be all of such moments made up ; 
They're bom on the bosom of Pleasure, 

They die 'midst the tears of the cup. 

We saw how the sun look'd in sinking, 

The waters beneath him how bright ; 
And now let our farewell of drinking; 

Resemble that farewell of light. 
You saw how he finish'd, by darting 

His beam oer a deep biOow's brim — 
So, fill up, let's shine at our parting. 

In full liquid glory, like him. 
And 0, may our life's happy measure 

Of moments like this be made up j 
Twas born on tne bosom of Pleasure, 

It dies 'mid the tears of the cup. 
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THE LAST KOSE OF SUMJIEB. 

'TIS the last rose of summer 

Left blooming alone ; 
All her lovely companions 

Are faded and gone ; 
No flower of her kindred, 

No rose-bud is nigh 
To reflect tack her blushes, 

Or give sigh for sigh. 

I'll not leave thee, thou lone one, 

To pine on the stem ; 
Since the lovely are sleeping, 

Go, sleep thou with them. 
Thus kindly I scatter 

Thy leaves o'er the bed, 
Where thy mates of the garden 

Lie scentless and dead. 

So soon may I follow, 

When ftiendships decay, 
And from Love's shining circle 

The gems drop away ! 
When true hearts lie wither'd, 

And fond ones are flown, 
Oh ! who would inhabit 

This bleak world alone? 
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THE YOUNG MAY MOON. 

fPHE young May moon is beaming, love. 
The glow-worm's lamp is gleaming, love, 

How sweet lo rove 

Through Morna's grove, * 
When the drowsy world is dreaming, love ! 
Then awake ! the heavens look bright, my dear, 
'Tis never too late For delight, my dear. 

And the best of all ways 

To lengthen our days, 
Is to steal a few hours from the night, my dear. 

Now all the world is sleeping, love, 

But the Sage his star-watch keeping, love. 

And I, whose star. 

More glorious far, 
Is the eye from that casement peeping, love. 
Then awake ! — till rise of sun, my dear, 
The Sage's glass we'll shun, my dear, 

Or, in watching the flight 

Of bodies of light, 
He might happen to fake thee for one, my dear ! 



* " steals silently to Mornn's grove." 

See A ttrnislation from the Irish, in Mr. Bunting's collection, by 
John Brown, one of my earliest college companions and friends ; 
irbase dealh was as singularly melancliDly and unioitunate as his 
lilb had been amiable, honorable and exemplary. 
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THE MINSTREL BOY. 

rrHE Minstrel-boy to tlio war is gone, 

In the rajilis of deatli you'll find him ; 
His father's sword lie has girded on, 

And his wild harp slung behind him. — 
" Land of song I" said the warrior-bard, 

" Though all the world betrays thee, 
" One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard, 

" One faithful harp shall praise thee !" 

The Minstrel fell ! — but the foeman's chain 

Could not bring his proud soul under ; 
The harp he lov'd ne'er spoke agaia. 

For he tore its chords asunder ; 
And said, " No chains shall sully ttee, 

" Thou soul of love and bravery ! 
" Thy sougs were made for the pure and free, 

" They shall never sound in slavery ! " 
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THE SONG OF O'RUAEE, 



T^HE valley lay smiling before me, 
-'- Where lately I left her behind ; 
Yet I trembled, and something huag o'er me, 

That sadden'd the joy of my mind. 
I look'd for the lamp which, she told me, 

Should shine when her Pilgrim return'd ; 
But though darkness began to enfold me. 

No lamp from the battlements bnrn'd. 



* These stanzas are founded upon an event of most melan- 
tholy importance to Ireland ; if, as we are lold by our Irish histo- 
riona, it gave England the first opportunity of profiting liy our di- 
Tisions, aad subduing us. Tlie following are the circumstances, as 
related by O'Halloran. " The king ofLeiaster had long conceived 
a Tiolent affection for Doarbhorgil, daughter to the king of Mealh ; 
and though she had been for some lime married to O'Ruark, ptinca 
of Breffni, yet it could not restrain his passion. They carried on 
a private correspondence, and she informed him that O'Ruark in- 
tended soon to go on a pilgrimnge, (an act of piety frequent in those 
days), and conjured hhn to embrace that opportunity of conveying 
her from a husband she detested to a lover she adored. Mac Mar- 
chad loo punctually obeyed the summons, and had the lady con- 
veyed to his capital of Ferns." — The monarch Roderick espoused 
tlie cause of O'Ruark, while MacMurchad fled lo England, and ob- 
tained the Essistance of Henry II. " Such," adds Girsldus Cam- 
brensis, " is the variable aod fickle nature of woman, by whom all 
mischiefe in the world (for the most part) do happen an 3 come, as 
may appear by Ikfarcus AntoniOs, and by Che deslruclion of Tioj." 
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I flew to her chamber — 'twas lonely. 

As if the lov'd tenant lay dead ; — 
Ah ! would it were death, and death only ! 

But no, the young false one had fled. 
And there hung the lute, that could soften 

My very worst pains into hlis?, 
While the hand that had wak'd it so often 

Now throbh'd to a proud rival's kiss. 

There was a time, falsest of women ! 

When Breffni's fjood sword would have sought 
That man, through a million of foemen. 

Who dar'd hut to wrong thee in tkov.gkf, ! 
While now — degenerate daughter 

Of Erin, how fallen is thy fame ! 
And through ages of bondage and slaughter, 

Our country shall bleed for thy shame. 

Already the curse is npon her. 

And strangers her valleys profane ; 
They come to divide — to dishonor, 

And tyrants they long will remain. 
But, onward ! — the green banner rearing, 

Go, flesh every sword to the hilt ; 
On our side is Virtue and Erin, 

On theirs is the Saxon and Guilt. 
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O HAD WE ROME BRIGHT LITTLE ISLE. 

f\S. had we some bright little isle of our own. 

In a blue summer ocean, far off and atone, 
Where a ieaf never dies in tlie still blooming bowers, 
And the bee banquets on through a whole year of 
flowers ; 
Where the sun loves to pause 

With so fond a delay, 
That the night only draws 
A thin veil o'er the day ; 
Where simply to feel that we breathe, that we live, 
Is worth the best joy that life elsewhere can give. 

There, with souls ever ardent and pure as the clime, 
We should love as they lov'd in thp fir&t golden 

The glow of the sunshine, the balm uf the air, 
Would steal to onr hearts, and mal.e all summer 

Wtth affection as free 

From decline as the bowers , 
And with hope, like the bee 
Living always on flowers, 
Our life should resemble a long day of light, 
And our death come on holy and calm as the night. 
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FAREWELL. 

"PAEEWELL ! — but whenever you welcome the 

hour 
That awakens the nig'ht-soiig of mirth in your hower, 
Then think of the friend who once welcom'd it too, 
And forgot his own griefs to he happy with you. 
His griefs may return, not a hope may remain 
Of the few that have hrighten'd his pathway of pain, 
But he ne'er will forget the short vision that threw 
Its enchantments around him while lingering with 

And still on that evening, when pleasure fills np 
To the highest top sparkle each heart and each cup, 
Where'er my path lies, be it gloomy or bright, 
My soul, happy friends, shall he with you that night ; 
Shall join in your revels, your sports, and your wiles, 
And return to me beaming all o'er with your smiles ; 
Too blest, if it tells me, that, "mid the gay cheer, 
Some kind voice had murmur'd, " I wish he were 

Let Fate do her worst, there are relics of joy, 
Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy ; 
And which come in the night-time of sorrow and care, 
And bring back the features that joy us'd to wear. 
Long, long Jie my heart with such memories fiU'd ! 
Like the vase, in which roses have once been distill'd, 
You may break, you may shatter the vase, if you will, 
But the scent of the roses will hang round it still. 
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OH DOUBT ME NOT. 
H doubt me not ! — the seaso 



, when Folly made me roro, 
And now the vestal, Reason, 

Shall watch the fire awak'd hy Love. 
Although this heart was early blown. 

And fairest hands dlsturb'd the tree, 
They only shook some blossoms down, 
Its fruit has all been kept for thee. 
Then doubt me not — the season 

Is o'er, when Folly made me rove ; 
And now the vestal, Reason, 

Shall watch the fire awak'd by love. 

And though my lute no long-er 

May sing of Passion's ardent spell, 
Yet, trust me, all the stronger 
I feel the bliss I do not tell. 
The bee through many a garden roves. 

And hums his lay of courtship o'er, 
But when he finds the flower he loves, 
He settles there, and hums no more. 
Then doubt me not — the season 

Is o'er, when Folly kept me free ; 
And now the vestal. Reason, 

Shall guard the flame awak'd by thee. 
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YOU KEMEMBEE ELLEN* 

voir remember Ellen, our hamlet's pride, 
How meekly she bless'd her humble lot 
When the stranger, William, had made her his brido, 

And love was the light of their lowly cot? 
Together they toil'd (brough winds and rains. 

Till William at length in sadness said, 
" We must seek our fortune on other plains ;" — 

Then, sighing, she left her lowly shed. 

They roam'd a long and a weary way, 

Nor much was the maiden's heart at ease, 
When now, at close of one stormy day, 

They see a proud castle among the trees. 
" To-night," said the youth, " we'll shelter there ; 

" The wind blows cold, the hour is late ;" 
So he blew the horn with a chieftain's air. 

And the Porter bow'd as he pass'd the gate. 

" Now welcome. Lady !" exclaimed the youth, 

" This castle is fhine, and these dark woods all !" 
She believ'd him craz'd, but his words were truth, 

For Ellen is Lady of Kosna Hall. 
And dearly the Lord of Kosna loves 

What William the stranger woo'd and wed ; 
And the light of bliss, in these lordly grove9, 

Shines pure as it did in the lowly shed. 
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I'D MOURN THE HOPES. 

T'D mourn the hopes that leave me, 

If thy smiles had left me too ; 
I'd weep when friends deceive me. 

If thou wert, like them, untrue. 
But while I've thee before me, 

With heart so warm and eyes so hi 
No clouds can linger o'er me, 

That smile turns them all to light. 



Tis not in Fate to harm me. 

While Fate leaves thy love fo me ; 
'Tis not in Joy to charm me, 

Unless Joy he shar'd with thee. 
One minute's dream about thee 

Were worth a long, an endless year 
Of waking bliss without thee, 

My own love, my only dear ! 

And tiough the hope be gone, love, 

That long sparkled o'er oui way, 
O, we shall journey on, love, 

More safely, without its ray. 
Far better lights shall win me 

Along the path IVe yet to roam : — 
The mind that hums within me, 

And pure smiles from thee at home. 
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Thus, when the lamp that lighted 

The traveller at first goes out, 
He feels awhile benighted, 

And looks round in fear and douht 
But soon, the prospect clearing. 

By cloudless starlight on he treads, 
And thinks no lamp so cheering 

As that light which Heaven sheda! 

COME O'EK THE SEA. 
QOiVIE o'er the sea. 
Maiden, with me. 
Mine through sunshine, storm and snows ; 
Seasons may roll, 
But the true soul 
Burns the same, where'er it goes. 
Let Fate frown on, so we love and part not ; 
'Tis life where tkov, art, 'tis death where thou art not. 
Then come o'er the sea. 
Maiden, with me. 
Come wherever the wild wind blows ; 
Seasons may roll. 
But the true soul 
Bums the same, where'er it goes. 

Was not the sea 

Made for the Free, 
Land for courts and chains alone ? 

Here we are slaves, 

But on the waves 
Love and Liberty 's all our own. 
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No eye to watch, and no tongue to wound us, 

All earth forgot, and all heaven around us — 

Then come o'er tlie sea. 

Maiden, with me. 

Mine through sunshine, storm and enowa ; 

Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 

Bums the same, where'er it goes. 



HAS SOEEOW THY YOUNG DAYS SHADED. 
TTAS sorrow thy young days shaded. 
As clouds o'er the morning fleet! 
Too fast have those young days faded, 

That even in sorrow* were sweet. 

Does Time with his cold wing wither 

Each feeling that once was dear ? — 

Then, child of misfortune, come hither, 

I'll weep with thee tear for tear. 

Has Love, to that soul so tender. 

Been like our Lagenian mine,* 
Where sparkles of golden splendor 

All over the surface shine? 
But if, in pursuit, we go deeper. 

Allured by the gleam that shone, 
Ah ! false as the dream of the sleeper. 

Like Love the bright ore is gone. 
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Has Hope, like the bird in the story * 

That flitted from tree to tree 
With the talisman's glittering glory — 

Has Hope been that bird to thee ? 
On brancii after branch alighting, 

The gem did she still display, 
And, when nearest and most inviting, 

Then waft the fair gem away ? 

If thus the young tours have fleeted, 

When sorrow itself look'd bright j 
If thus the fair hope hath cheated, 

That led thee along so light ; 
If thus the cold world now wither 

Each feeling that oncjwas dear; — 
Come, child of misfortune, come hither, 

I'll weep with thee tear for tear. 



NO, NOT MOKE "WELCOME. 

"WO, not more welcome the fairy numbers 

Of music fall on the sleeper's ear, 
When, half awaking from fearful slumbers. 
He thinks the full quire of heaven is near, — 



• " Tho bird, haTing got its prize, settled not far off, vhh the 
telisman in his mouth. The prince drew near it, hoping he wonld 
drop It : but, as he apptosched, the bird tools wing, and settled a- 
gain," &c.— Ahaeiak Nichtb, Slory of Kummit ai Zummaun, 
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Then came that voice, when, all forsaken, 
This heart long had sleeping lain, 

Nor thought its cold pulse would ever waken 
To such beoign, blessed souads again. 

Sweet voice of comfort ! 'twas like the stealing 

Of summer wind thro' some wreathed shell — 
Each secret winding, each inmost feeling 

Of my soul echo'd to its spell ! 
'Twas whisper'd balm — 'twas sunshine spoken 

I'd live years of grief and pain 
To have my long sleep of sorrow broken 

By suck benign, blessed sounds again. 



WHEN FIRST I MET THEE. 

"WHEN first I met thee, wanii and young. 

There shone such truth about thee. 
And on thy lip such promise hung, 

I did not dare to doubt thee. 
I saw thee change, yet still relied. 
Still clung with hope the fonder, 
And thought, though false to aU beside, 
From me thou couldst not wander, 
But go, deceiver ! go, — 

The heart, whose hopes could make it 
Trust one so false, so low, 

Deserves that thou shouldst break it. 

When every tongue thy follies nam'd. 
I fled the unwelcome story ; 
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Or found, in ev'ii the faults tliey blam d, 

Some gleams of future giory. 
/ still was true, when nearer friends 

Conspir'd to wrong, to slight thee ; 
The heart that now thy falsehood rends, 
Would then have bled to right thee. 
But go, deceiver ! go, — 

Some day perhaps thou'lt waken 
From pleasure's dream, to know 
The grief of hearts forsaken. 

Ev'n now, though-youth its bloom has shed, 

No lights of age adorn thee : 
The few, who lov'd thee once, have fled, 

And they who flatter scorn thee. 
Thy midnight cup is pledged to slaves. 

No genial ties enivreath it ; 
The smiling there, like light on graves, 
Has rank cold hearts beneath it. 

Go, — go, — though worlds were thiae 

I would not now surrender 
One taintless fear of mine 
For all thy guilty splendor ! 

And days may come, thou false one ! yet, 

When even those ties shall sever ; 
When thou wilt call, with vain regret 

On her thou'st lost forever, — 
On her who, in thy fortune's fall, 

With smiles had still received thee, 
And gladly died to prove thee all 

Her fancy first believed thee. 
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Go — go — 't is vain to curse, 
'Tis weakness to upbraid thee ; 

Hate cannot wish thee worse 

Than guilt and siiame have made thee. 

WHILE HISTORY'S MUSE. 

WHILE History's Muse the memorial was keeping 

Of all that the dark hand of Destiny weaves. 
Beside her the Genius of Erin stood weeping, 
For hers was the story that blotted the leaves'. 
But 0, how the tear in her eyelids grew bright. 
When, after whole pages of sorrow and shame, 
She saw History write 
With a pencil of light 
That illum'd the whole volume, her Wellington's 

" Hail, Star of my Isle ! " said the Spirit, all spark- 
ling 
With beams such as break from her own dewy 

" Through ages of sorrow, deserted and darkling, 
" I've \vatch'd for some g'lory like thine to arise, 
" For though Heroes I've number'd, unblest was 
their lot, 
" And unhallow'd they sleep in the cross-ways of 
Fame ;— 

" But O there is not 

" One dishonoring blot 

" On the wreath that encircles my Wellington's 
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", Yet still the last crown of thy toils is remaining, 
' The grandest, tlie purest, e'eo tJiou East yet 

known ; 
Cho' proud was thy task, other nations unchaining, 
" Far prouder to heal the deep wounds of thy own. 
" At the foot of that throne for whose weal thou 

hast stood, 
ro, plead for the land that first cradled thy fame — 
" And bright o'er the flood 
" Of her tears and her blood, 
Let the rainbow of hope be her Wellington's name!" 

THE TIME I'VE LOST IN WOOING. 
nPHE time I've lost in wooing, 
"'- In watching and pursuing 

The light that lies 

In woman's eyes, 
Has been my heart's updoing. 
Though Wisdom oft has sought me, 
I scorn'd the lore she brought me, 

My only books 

Were woman's looks. 
And folly's all they've taught me. 
Her smile when Beauty granted, 
I hung with gaze enchanted, 

Like him the Sprite* 

Whom maids by night 
Oft meet in glen that's haunted. 

rhis alludes :o a kind of !i 
fliey say, in the Mds ai dusk i 
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Like him, too, Beauty won. me, 
But while her eyes weie on mc, 

If once fheir ray 

Was turn'd away, 
0, winds could not outrun me. 

And are those foUies going ? 
And is my proud heart growing- 

Too cold or wise 

For brilliant eyes 
Again to set it glowing? 
No, — vain, alas, the endeavor 
From bonds so sweet to sever ; — 

Poor Wisdom's chance 

Against a glance 
Is now as weak as ever. 



OH WHERE'S THE SLAVE, 

AH, Where's the slave so lowly, 
^ Condemn'd to chains unholy, 

Who, could he hurst 

His bonds at first, 
Would pine beneath them slowly ? 

upon him, he is fixed, and in ynur pow<^r i but the moment you 
look away (and be ia ingenious in liirnishing some inducement) 
he vanishes. 1 had thought that this was the sprite which we call 
the Leprechaun ; but a high authority upon such subjects. Lady 
Morgan (in a note upon het nntional and interesting novel, O'Don- 
nel) has given a vory different account of that goblin. 
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What sou!, wtose wrongs degrade it, 
Would wait till time decay'd it, 
When thus its wing 



Farewell, Erin, — fiirewell, ail 
Who live to weep our fall ! 

Less dear the laurel growing. 
Alive, untouch-'d, and hlowing, 

Than that whose braid 

Is pluck'd to shade 
The hrows with victory glowing. 
We tread the land that hore us, 
Her green flag glitters o'er us, 

The friends we've tried 

Are hy our side, 
And the foe we hate before us. 
Farewell, Erin, — farewell, all 
Who live to weep our fall ! 



COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM. 

pOME, rest in this bosom, my owq stricken deer. 
Though the herd has fled (rom thee, thy home is 
still here ; 
Here still is the smile that no cloud can o'ercast. 
And a heart and a hand aU thy own to the last. 
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Oh, what was love made for, if 'tis not the same 
Thro' joy and thro' torment, thro' glory and shame ? 
I know not, I ask not, if guilt's in that heart, 
I but know that I love thee, whatever thou art. 

Thou hast call'd me thy Angel, in moments of bliss, 
And thy Angel I'll be, 'mid the horrors of this, — 
Thro' the furnace, unshrinking, thy steps to pursue. 
And shield thee, and save thee, or perish there too ! 

'TIS GONE AND FOREVER. 

'TIS gone, and forever, the light we saw breaking, 
Like Heaven's first dawn o'er the sleep of the dead, 
When Man, from the slumber of ages awaking, 

Look'd upward, and blest the pure ray, eie it fled. 
'Tis gone, and the gleams it has left of its burning 
But deepen the long night of bondage and mourning, 
That dark o'er the kingdoms of earth is returning. 

And darkest of all, hapless Erin ! o'er thee. 

For high was thy hope, when those glories wgre 
darting 

Around thee, thro' all the gross clouds of the world ; 
When Truth, from her fetters indignantly starting, 

At once, hke a Sun-burst, her banner unfurl'd.* 
Oh, never shall earth sec a moment so splendid ! 
Then, then,— had one Hymn of Deliverance blended 
The tonguesof all nations— how sweet had ascended 

The first note of Liberty, Erin, from thee ! 

IB given by the andont 
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But, shame on those tyrants who envied the bless- 
ing ! 

And shame on the light race unworthy its good, 
Who, at Death's reeking altar, like furies caressing 

The young hope of Freedom, baplis'd it in blood ! 
Then Tsnish'd forever that fair, sunny vision, 
Which, spite of the slavish, the cold heart's derision, 
Shall long be remember'd, pure, bright, and elysian, 

As first it arose, my lost Erin ! on thee. 



I SAW FROM THE BEACH. 
T SAW from the beach, when the morning was shi- 

A bark o'er the waters move gloriously on ; 
I carae when the sun o'er that beach was declining, 
The bark was still there, but the waters were gone. 

And such is the fate of our life's early promise. 

So passing the spring-tide of joy we have known ; 
Each wave, that we danced on at morning, ebbs from 

And leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore alone. 

Ne'er tell me of glories serenely adorning 

The close of our day, the calm eve of our night ; 
Give me back, give me back, the wild freshness of 
Morning, 
Her clouds and her tears are worth Evening's best 
light. 
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Oh, who would not welcome that moment's returning, 
When passion first wak'd a new life thro' his frame, 

And his soul — like the wood that groivs precious in 
burning — 
Gave out all its si^'eets to love's exquisite flame ! 



FILL THE BUMPEK FAIR. 

■piLL the bumper fair ! 

Every drop we sprinkle 
O'er the brow of Care 

Smooths away a wrinkle. 
Wit's electric flame 

Ne'er so swiftly passes, 
As when through the frame 

It shoots from brimming glasses. 
Fill the bumper fair ! 

Every drop we sprinkle 
O'er the brow of Care 

Smooths away a wrinkle. 

Sages can, they say. 

Grasp the lightning's pinions. 
And bring; down its ray 

From the starr'd dominions ; — 
So we, Sages, sit 

And 'mid bumpers bright'ning, 
From the heaveh of Wit 

Draw down all its lightning. 
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Wouldst thou know what first 

Made our souls inherit 
This ennobling thirst 

For wine's ceipstnl spirit ^ 
It chanced upon tliat day. 

When, as hards inform us, 
Prometheus stole away 

The living fires that warm us. 
The careless Youth when up 

To Glory's fount aspiring, 
Took nor urn nor cup 

To hide the pilfer d fire in.— 
But O his joy ! when, round 

The halls of heaven spying, 
Among the stars he found 

A bowl of Bacchus lying. 

Some drops were in that bowl, 

Remains of last night's pleasur 
With which the Sparks of Soul 

Mix'd their burning treasure. 
Hence the goblet's shower 

Hath such spells to win us ; 
Hence its mighty power 

O'er that flame within us. 
Fill the humper fair ] 

Every drop we sprinkle 
O'er the hrow of Care 

Smooths away a wrinkle. 
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DEAR HAEP OF MY COUNTRY. 
JJEAE Harp of my Country ! in darkness I found 

The cold chain of silence had hung o'er thee long,* 
When proudly, my own island Harp, I unbound thee. 

And gave all thy chords to light, freedom and song ! 
The warm lay of love, and the light note of gladness 

Have waken'd thy fondest, thy liveliest thrill ; 
But so oft hast thou echoed the deep sigh of sadness. 

That e'en in thy mirth it will steal from thee still. 

Dear Harp of my Country ! farewell to thy numbers, 

This sweet wreath of song is the last we shall 
twine ! 
Go, sleep with the sunshine of Fame on thy slumbers, 

Tdl touch'd by some hand less unwortiiy than mine. 
If the pulse of the patriot, soldier, or lover. 

Have throbb'd at our lay, 'tis thy glory alone ; 
I was lilt as the wiad, passing heedlessly over. 

And all the wild sweetness I wak'd was thy own. 

• In that rebellions bill beautiful song, " When Erin first rose,' 
Ihete is, if I recollect righl, the following line — 

' The dark chain of Eileiice was thrown o'er the deep.' 

The Chain of Silence was a sort of practical fignre of theloric 
Bjnonff the ancienflrish. Wallier tells us of" a celebrated conten- 
tion for precedence between Finn and Gaul, near Finn's palace at 
Almhaim, where the attending bards, aniious, if possible, to pro- 
dnce a cessation of hostilities, shook the Chain of Silence, and 
flung themselves among the ranks." See also the Oda to. Gaul, in 
Miss Brookes's Reliqucs of Irish Poetry. 
K2 
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MY GENTLE HAKP. 



Tlf Y gentle Harp ! once more I waten 

The sweetness of thy slumbering strain ; 
tn tears our last farewell was taken, 

And now in tears we meet again. 
No light of joy hath o'er thee broten, 

But, like those Harps whose heavenly skill 
Of slavery, dark as thine, hath spoken. 

Thou hang'st upon the willows still. 

And yet, since last thy chord resounded. 

An hour of peace and triumph came. 
And many an ardent bosom hounded 

With hopes — that now are turn'd to shame. 
Yet even lien, while peace was singing 

Her halcyon song o'er land and sea. 
Though joy and hope to others bringing. 

She only brought new tears to thee. 

Then, who can ask for notes of pleasure, 

My drooping Harp, from chords like thine ? 
Alas, the lark's gay morning measure 

As ill would suit the swan's decline ! 
Or how shall I, who love, who bless thee. 

Invoke thy breath for Freedom's strains, 
When ev'n the wreaths in which I dre?s thee 

Are sadly mix'd ^ half flowers, half chains ' 
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But tome, — if yet tliy frame can borrow 

One breath of joy, breathe for me, 
And show the world, in chains and sorrow. 

How sweet thy music still can be ; 
How gaily, ev'n 'mid g-loom surrounding 

Thou yet canst wake at pleasure's thrill — 
Like Memnon's broken image sounding, 

'Mid desolation, tuneful still.* 



AS SLOW OUR SHIP. 

is slow our ship her foamy track 
Against the wind was cleaviog, 
Her trembling pennant still look'd back 

To that dear isle 'twas leafing : — 
So loath we part from all we love, 

From all the links that bind us ; 
So turn our hearts, as on we rove. 

To those we've left behind us. 

When, round the bowl, of vanish'd years 

We talk, with joyous seeming, — 
With smiles that might as well be fears, 

So faint, so sad, their beaming ; 
While memory brings us back again 

Each early tie that twin'd us. 
Oh, sweet's the cup that circles then 

To those we've left behind us ! 

• Dunidio magiciE tesonaiil ubi Memnoneidioriiffl," Jdtbiml. 
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And when, in other climes, we meet 

Some isle, or yale enchanting, 
Where all looks flowery, wild, and swe 

And nought but love is wanting ; 
We think how great had been our bliss 

If Heaven had but assign'd us 
To live and die in scenes like this, 

With some we've left behind us ! 

As travellers oft look back at eve, 

When eastward darkly going. 
To gaze upon that light they leave 

Still faint behind them glowing,— 
So, when the close of pleasure's day 

To gloom hath near consign'd us, 
We turn to catch one fading ray 

Of joy that's left behind us. 



IN THE MORNING OF LIFE. 

TN the morning of life, when its cares are unknown. 

And its pleasures in all their new lustre begin, 
When we live in a bright beaming world of our own, 

And the light that surrounds us is all from within; 
Oh 'tis not, believe me, in that happy time 

We can love, as in hours of less transport we may j 
Of our smiles, of our hopes, 'tis the gay sunny prime. 

But affection is truest when these fade away. 
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When we see the first glory of youth pass us by, 

Like a leaf on the stream that will never return 
When our cup, which had sparkled with pleasure sn 
high, 

First tastes of the other, the dark-flowing urn ; 
Then, then is the time when affection holds sway 

With a depth and a tenderness joy never knew ; 
Love, nuTs'd among pleasures, is faithless as they. 

But the Love born of Sorrow, like sorrow, is trne. 

In climes full of sunshine, tho' splendid the flowers. 

Their sighs have no freshness, their odor no worth ; 
'Tis the cloud and the mist of our own Isle of showers 

That call the rich spirit of fragrancy forth. 
So it is not 'mid splendor, prosperity, mirth, 

That the depth of Love's generous spirit appears ; 
To the sunshine of smiles it may first owe its birth, 

But the soul of its sweetness is drawn out by tears. 



WHEN COLD IN THE EARTH. 
WHEN cold in the earth lies the friend thou hast 

Be his faults and his follies forgot by thee then ; 
Or, if from their slumber the veil be remov'd. 

Weep o'er them in silence, and close it again. 
And 0, if 'tis pain to remember how far 

From the pathways of light he was tempted to 

Be it bliss to remember that thou wert the star 
That arose on his darkness, and guided him home. 
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From thee and fhy innocent beauty first came 

The reveafings that taught him true love to adore, 
To feel the bright presence, and turn him with shame 

From the idols he blindly had knelt to before. 
O'er the waves of a life long benighted and wild, 

Thoa cam'st like a soft golden calm o'er the sea ; 
And if happiness purely and glowingly smiled 

On his evening horizon, the light was from thee. 

And tho', sometimes, the shades of past follj might 

And tho' falsehood again wonld allure him to stray. 
He but turn'd to the glory that dwelt in those eyes, 

And the folly, the falsehood, soon vaaish'd away. 
As the PriesK of the Sun, when their altar grew dim. 

At the day-heam alone could its lustre repair. 
So, if virtue a moment grew languid in him, 

He but flew to that smile, and rekindled it there. 



REMEMBER THEE. 

"DEMEMBER thee? yes, while there's life in this 

It shall never forget thee, all lorn as thou art ; 
More dear in thy sorrow, thy gloom, and thy showers, 
Than the rest of the world in their sunniest hours. 

Wert thou all that 1 wish thee, great, glorious, and 

free. 
First flower of the earth, and first gem of the sea, 
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I might hail thee with prouder, with happier brow, 
But O, could I love thee more deeply than now ? 

No, thy chains as they rankle, thy blood as it runs. 
But make thee more painfully dear to thy sona — 
Whose hearts, like the young of the desert-bird'a neat, 
Drink love in each life drop that flows from thy 
breast. 



WREATH THE BOWL. 

WEEATH the* bowl 

With flowers of soul, 
The brightest Wit can find us ; 
We'll take a flight 
Towards heaven to-night, 

And leave dull earth behind us. 
Should Love amid 
The wreaths be hid 

That Joy, the enchanter brings 
No danger fear, 
While wine is near. 

We'll drown him if he stings us. 
Then wreath the bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The brightest Wit can find us ; 
We'll take a flight 
Towards heaven to-night. 

And leave dull earth behind us. 
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'T\ra.s nectar fed 

Of old, 'tis said, 
Their Junos, Joves, ApoUos ; 

And man may brew 

His nectar too, 
The ricli receipt 's as foDoivs ; 

Take wine like tliis, 

Let looks of hliss 
Around it well be blended, 

Then bring Wit's beam 

To warm tte stream, 
And there's your nectar splendid . 

So, wreath the bowl 

With flowers of sou], 
The brightest Wit can iind us ; 

We'll lake a flight 

Towards heaven to-night. 
And leave dull earth behind us. 

Say, why did Time 

His glass sublime 
Fill up with sands unsightly. 

When wine, he knew, 

Runs brisker through. 
And sparkles far more brighdy ! 

Oh, lend it us. 

And smiling thus, 
The glass in two we'll sever. 

Make pleasure glide 

In double tide, 
And fill both ends for ever 1 
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Then wreath the bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The brightest Wit can find us ; 
We'll take a flight 
Towards heaven to-night, 

And leave dull earth behind xu 



WHENE'EK i SEE THOSE SMILING EYES 

WHENE'ER I see those smiling eyes, 
So full of hope, and joy, and light, 
As if ao cloud could ever rise, 

To dim a heaven so purely bright — 
I sigh to thinlc how soon that brow 

In grief may lose its every ray. 
And that light heart, so joyous now, 

Almost forget it once was gay. 

For time w-iU come with all its blights, 

The ruin'd hope, the friend unkind, 
And love, that leaves where'er it lights 

A chill'd or burning heart behind ; — 
While youth, that now like snow appears, 

Eie sullied by the darkening rain, 
When once 'tis towch'd by sorrow's tears 

Will never shine so bright again. 
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IF THOU' LT BE MINE. 



TP thou'lt be mine, the treasures of air, 

Of earth, and sea, shall lie at thy feet ; 
Whatever in. Fancy's eye looks fair, 

Or in Hope's sweet music sounds most sweet, 
Shall be ours — if thou wilt be mine, love ! 

Bright flowers shall bloom wherever we rove, 
A voice divine shall talk ia each stream. 

The stars shall look like worlds of love. 
And tliis earth be all one beautiful dream 
In our eyes — if thou wilt be mine, love ! 

And thoughts whose source is hidden and high. 
Like streams that come from heavenward hills, 

Shall keep our hearts, like meads that lie 
To be bath'd by those eternal rills, 

Ever green, if thou wilt be mine, love ! 

All this and more the Spirit of Love 
Can breathe o'er them who feel his spells ; 

That heaven, which foims his home above, 
He can make on earth, wherever he dwells. 
As thou'lt own, if thou wilt be mine, lovo ! 
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TO LADIES' EYES. 

rrO Ladies' eyes around, boy, 

We can't refuse, we can't refuse. 
Though bright eyes so abound, boy, 

'Tis liard to choose, 'tis hard to choose. 
For thick as stars that lighten 

Yon. airy bowers, yon airy bowers, 
The countless eyes that brighten 

This earth of ours, this earth of ours. 
But fili the cup — where'er, boy. 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall. 
We're sure to find Love there, boy. 

So drink them all ! so drink them all ! 

Some looks there are so holy. 

They seem but given, they seem but ^ven, 
As shining beacons, solely, 

To light to heaven, to light to heaven. 
While some — 0, ne'er believe them !— 

With tempting ray, with tempting ray, 
Would lead us (God forgive them !) 

The other way, the other way. 
Bat fill ibe cup — where'er, boy, 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall. 
We're sure to find Love there, boy, 

So drink them all ! so drink them all ! 

In some, aa in a mirror, 

Love seems portray'd. Love seems portniy'd. 
But shun the flattering error, 

'Tis but his shade, 'tis but his shade. 
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Himself has fixed his dwelling 

In eyes we know, in eyes we know, 
And lips — but this is telling — 

So here tliey go ! so here tfiey go ! 
Fill up, fill up — where'er, boy. 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall, 
We're sure to find Love there, boy. 

So drink them all ! so drink them all ! 



FORGET NOT THE FIELD. 

pOEGET not the field where they perish'd. 

The truest, the last of the brave, 
All gone — and the bright hopes we ckerish'd 
Gone witb tbera, and quench'd in their grave ! 

Oh ! could we from death but recover 
Those hearts as they bounded before, 

In the face of high Heaven to fight over 
That combat for freedom once more ; — 

Could tlie chain for an instant be riven 
Which tyranny flung round us then, 

No ! 'tis not in Man, nor in Heaven, 
To let Tyranny bind it again ! 

But 'tis past — and though blazon'd in story 

The name of our Victor may be. 
Accurst is the march of (hat glory 

Which treads o'er ike hearts of the free. 
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Far dearer tlie j 
Illura'd by on. 

Than the trophie 
On Liberty's : 



of all who have risen 
a ins to fame. 



THEY MAY KAIL AT THIS LIFB. 

rfHEY may rail at this life — from the hour 1 be- 
gan it, 

I found it a life full of kindness and bliss ; 
And until they can show me some happier planet, 

More social and bright, I'll content me with this, 
As long as the world has such lips and such eyes. 

As before me this moment enraptur'd I see. 
They may say what they will of their orbs in the skies, 

But this earth is the planet for you, love, and me. 

InMercury's star, where each moment can bring them 

New sunshine and wit from the fountain on high, 

Though the nymphs may have livelier poets to sing 

They've none, even there, more enamor'd than I. 
And, as long as this harp can be waken'd to love, 

And that eye its divine inspiration shall be, 
They may talk as they will of their Edena above. 

But this earlh is the planet for you, love, and me. 

* " Tous les hahilBBs de Mercure soul vils."~PnJBALiTE des 
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In that star of the west, hy whose shadowy splendor 

At twilight so often we've roam'd thro' the dew, 
There are maidens, perhaps, who have hosoms as 
tender. 

And look, in their twilights, as lovely as you.* 
But tho' they were even more bright than the queen 

Of that isle they inhabit in heaven's blue sea. 
As I never those fair young celestials have seen. 

Why — this earth is the planet for yoii, love, and 



As for those chilly orbs on the verge of creation, 
Where sunshine and smiles must be equally rare. 

Did they waot a supply of cold hearts for that station, 
Heaven knows we have plenty on earth we could 

O think what a world we should have of it here. 
If the haters of peace, of affection, aod glee, 

Were to fly up to Saturn's comfortless sphere, 
And leave earth to such spirits as you, love, and 



OH FOR THE SWORDS. 

riH for the swords of former time ! 
Oh for the men who bore them. 
When, arra'd for Eight, they stood sublime, 
And tyrants crouch'd before them ! 

" La Tarre poutra Sue pourV6nQa I'etoile dii berger el km 
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When free yet, ere courts began 
With honors to enslave him, 

The test honors worn by Man 

Were those which Virtue gave him. 

Oh for the swords, &c. 

Oh for the kings who flourished then ! 

Oh for the pomp that crown'd them. 
When hearts and hands of freeborn men 

Were all the ramparts round them ! 
When, safe built on bosoms true, 

The throne was but ike centre. 
Round which Love a circle drew. 

That Treason durst not enter. 
Oh for the Kings who flourished then ! 

Oh for the pomp that crown'd them, 
When hearts and hands of freeborn men 

Were all the ramparts round them! 



NE'EE ASK THE HOUR. 

"XTE'EE ask the hour— what is it to us 
How Time deals out his treasures ? 
The golden moments lent us thus 

Are not his coin, but Pleasure's. 
If counting them o'er could add to their blissi 

I'd number each glorious second ; 
But moments of joy are, like Lesbia's kisses, 

Too quick and sweet to be reckon'd. 
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Then, fill the cup — what is it fo us 
How Time his circle measures ? 

The fairy hours we call up thus 
Ohey no wand but Pleasure's. 

Young Joy ne'er thought of counting hours, 

Till Care, one summer's morning. 
Set up, among his smiling flowers, 

A dial, hy way of warning. 
But Joy lov'd better to gaze on the sun, 

As long as its light was glowing, 
Than to watch with old Care how the shadow stole 

And how fast that light was going. 
So. fin the cup — what is it to us 

How Time his circle measures ? 
The fairy hours we call up thus 

Obey no \va.nA but Pleasure's. 



SAIL ON, SAIL ON. 

OAIL on, sail on, thou fearless hark — 
Wherever blows the welcome wind. 
It cannot lead to scenes more dark. 

More sad than those we leave behind; 
Each wave that passes seems to say, 

" Though death beneath our smile may be, 
" Less cold we are, less false than they, 

" Whose smiling wreck'd thy hopes and thee." 
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Sail on, sail on — through, endless space — 

Thro' calm — thro' tempest — stop no more ; 
The stormiest sea' s a resting place 

To him who leaves such hearts on shore. 
Or — if some desert land we meet. 

Where never yet false-hearted men 
Profan'd a world that else were sweet, — 

Then rest thee, hark, but not tiU then. 



THE PARALLEL. 

VES, sad one of Sion* — if closely resemhling, 

In shame and in sorrow, thy wither'd-up heart— 

If drinking deep, deep of the same ' cup of trembling* 

Could make us thy children, our parent thou art. 

Lite thee doth our nation lie coni^uer'd and broken, 
And fall'n from her head is the once royal crown ; 

In her streets, in her halls. Desolation has spoken. 
And while it is day yet, ' her sun hath gone down.'f 

Like thine doth her exile, 'mid dreams of returning, 
Die far from the home it were life to behold ; 

Like thine do her sons, in the day of their mourning. 
Remember the bright things that blest them of old, 

* These verses were wrillen after the pemsal of a treatise by 
Mr HamUlOD, professing to prove that the Irish wera once Jews. 

t " Her sun is gone dosni while it nas yel day."— Jeb. iv. S. 
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Ah, well may we call her like thee, ' the Forsaken,'* 
Herboldest are vanqnish'd, her proudest are slaves; 

And the harps of her minstrels, when gayest they 
waken, 
Have tones mid their mirth like the wind over 



Yet hadst thou thy vengear 



That shines out at last on the longest dark nig-ht, 
Wh«n the sceptre that smote thee with slavery and 

Was shivered at once, like a reed, in thy sight. 

When that cup, which for others the proud Golden 
Cityt 
Had brim.m'd full of bitterness, drenched her own 

And the world she had trampled on heard, without 
pity. 
The howl in her halls, and the cry from her ships. 

When the curse Heaven keeps for the haughty came 
over 

Her merchants rapacious, her rulers unjust, 
And, a ruin, at last, for the earth-worm to cover^ 

The Lady of Kingdoms lay low in the dust,]! 

♦ ' Thou si 
t ' How b! 

IsA. iiT. 4. 

t ' Thy pomp is brought down Id tlie grave, . , . . and the 
II ' Thou shall no more be called the Lady of Kingdoms.'— 
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DRINK OF THIS CUF. 



RRINK of this cup — you'll find there's a spell in 

Its every drop 'gainst the ills of mottality — 
Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Hei cup was a fiction, but this is reality. 
Would you forget the dark world we are in, 

Just taste of the bubble that gleams on the top of it ; 
But would you rise above earth, till akin 

To Immortals themselves, you must drain every 
drop of it. 
Send round the cup — for there's a spell in 

Its every drop 'gainst the ills of mortality — 
Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality. 

Never was philter form'd with such power 

To charm and bewilder as this we are quaffing ; 
Its magic began when, in Autumn's rich hour, 

A harvest of gold in the fields it stood laughing. 
There having, by Nature's enchantment, been fill'd 

With the balm and the bloom of her kindliest wea- 
ther. 
This wonderful juice from its core was distilled, 

To enliven such hearts as are here brought tn- 
gether. 
Then drink of the cup— you'll find there's a spell in 

Its every drop 'gainst tho ills of mortality — 
Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality. 



by Google 



IRISH MELODIES. 



And though, perhaps — but breathe it to no one — 

Like liquor the witch brews at midnight so awfu], 
This philter in secret was first taught to flow on, 

Yet 't is n't less potent for being unlawful. 
And e'en though it taste of the smoke of that flame 

Which in silence extracted its virtue forbidden — 
Fill up — there's a fire in some hearts I could name, 

Which may work too its charm, though as lawless 
and hidden. 
So drink of the cup — for O, there's a spell in 

Its every drop 'gainst the ills of mortality — 
Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality. 



THE FORTUNE TELLER. 

TJOWN in the valley come meet me to-night, 

And I'll tell you your fortune truly 

As ever 'twas told, by the new-moon's light. 

To a young maiden, shining as newly. 

But, for the world, let no one be nigh. 
Lest haply the stars should deceive me ; 

Such secrets between you and me and the sky 
Should never go farther, believe me. 



If at that hour the heavens be not dim. 
My science shall call up before you 

A male apparition ~ the image of him 
Whose destiny 'tis to adore you. 
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And if to that phantom you'll be kind, 
So fondly around you he'll hover, 

You'll hardly, my dear, any difference find 
'Twixt Him and a true living lover. 

Down at your feet, in the pale moonlight. 
He'll kneel, with a warmth of devotion — 

An ardor, of which such an innocent sprite 
You'd scarcely believe had a notion. 

What other thoughts and events may arise, 
As in destiny's book I've not seen them, 

Must only be left to the stars and your eyes 
To settle, ere morning, between them. 



OH, YE DEAD. 

QH, ye Dead ! O, ye Dead ! whom we know by the 

light you give 
From your cold gleaming eyes, though you move 
like men who live, 

Why leave you thus your graves, 
In far-off fields and waves. 
Where the worm and the sea-bird only knowyour bed, 
To haunt this spot, where all 
Those eyes that wept your fall. 
And the hearts that wail'd you, like your own, lie 
dead? 

It is true, it is true, we are shadows cold and wan; 
And the fair and the brave whom we lov'd on earth 
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Bat still, thus ev'n in death, 

So sweet tiie living breath 
Of the fields and the flowers in out youth we v 
der'd o'er, 

That ere, condemn'd, we go 

To freeze 'mid Heela's snow,' 
We woiald taste it awhile, and think we live < 



O'DONOHUE'S miSTRESS. 

(\F all the fair months that round the sun 
In light-link'd dance (heir circles run, 

Sweet May, shine thou for me ; 
For still, when thy earliest heams arise, 
That youth, who heneath the hlue lake lies. 

Sweet May, returns to me. 

Of all the bright haunts where daylight leaves 
Its lingering smile on golden eves, 

Fair Lake, thou'rt dearest to me ; 
For, -when the last April sun grows dim, 
Thy Naiads prepare his steed for him+ 

Who dwells, bright Lake, in thee, 

* Paul Zealand mentions that there is a inoiintam in some part 
of Ireland, where the ghosts of persons who have died in foreign 
lands walk about snii conierse with Ihose they meet, like living 
people. If asked why they do not relarn to their homes, they say 
Ihey are obliged to go to Mount Heels, and disappear immediately. 

t The particulors of the tradition respecting O'Donohue and his 
White Horse may be found in Mt Weld's AciBunt of KiUarney, oi 
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Of aU the proud steeds that ever bore 
Young plumed Chiefs on sea or shore, 

White Steed, most joy to thee ; 
Who still, with the first young glance of spring, 
From under that glorious lake dost bring 

My love, my Chief, lo mc. 

While, white as the sail some bark unfurls, 
When newly launched, tliy long mane curls,* 

Fair Steed, as white and free ; 
And spirits, from all the lake's deep bowers, 
Glide o'er the blue wave, scattering flowers 

Around my love and thee. 

Of all the siveet deaths that maidens die, 
Whose lovers beneath the cold wave lie. 

Most sweet that death will be, 
Which, under the next May evening's light. 
When thou and thy steed are lost to sight, 

Dear love, I'll die for thee. 

mote fully detniled in Derrick's Letters. For many years after hiB 
death, the spirit of this hero is supposed to haxe been seen on the 
morning of May-flay, gliding over the late on his favorite white 
horse, to the soand of sweet unearthly music, and preceded by 
groups of youths and maidens, who flung wreaths of delicate spring 
flowers in his path. 

Among other stories conneeled with this Legend of the Lakes 
it is said that there was a young and beautiful girl, whose imag- 
ination was so impressed with the idea of this visionary chieftain, 
that she fencied herself in love with him, and at last, in a fit of 
insanity, on a May morning, threw herself into the lalie. 

a windy day, crested with tbam, " O'Donohue's white horses." 
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TTOW sweet the answer Ecto makes 

To Music at night, 
When, roused by lute or horn, she wakes 
And, far away, o'er lawns and lakes, 
Goes answeriDg light! 

Yet Love hath echoes truer far, 

And far more sweet, 
Than e'er beneath the moonlight's star. 
Of horn, or lute, or soft guilar. 

The songs repeat. 

'Tis when the sig-h, in youth sincere. 

And only then, — 
The sjgh that's hreath'd for one to hear, 
Is by that one, that only dear, 

Ereath'd back again. 



OH BANQUET NOT. 



0' 



-I banquet not in those shining bowers 
Where youth resorts — but come to mo ; 
for mine's a garden of faded flowers, 

More fit for sorrow, for age, and thee. 
And there we shall have our feast of tears, 

And many a cup in silence pour; 
Our guests, the shades of former years. 
Our toasts to lips that bloom no more. 
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There, while the myrtle's withering boughs 

Their lifeless leaves around us shed, 
We'll hrim the howl to broken vows, 

To friends long lost, the changed, the deai 
Or, while some bh'ghted laurel waves 

Its hranches o'er the dreary s]iof. 
We'll drink to those neglected gruves. 

Where yalor sleeps, unnamed, forgot. 



THEE, THEE, ONLY THEE. 

trUE dawning of mom, the daylight's sinking, 
The night's long hours still find me thinking 
Of thee, thee, only thee. 
When friends are met, and goblets crown'd. 
And smiles are near that once enchanted, 
Unreach'd hy all that sunshine round, 
My soul, like some dark spot, is haunted 
By thee, thee, only thee. 

Whatever in Time's high pith cruld waken 
My spirit once is now forsaken 

For thee, thee only thee 
Like shores by which some headlong bark 

To the OLcan hurries resting never, 
Lilt ^ scenes go by me, blight or dark 
I know not, heed not, histening ever 
To thee thee, only thee 



by Google 



106 IRISH MELODIES. 

I have not a joy but of thy bringing, 

And pain itself seems sweet when springing 

From thee, tiiee, only thee. 
Like spells that naught on earth can break, 

Till lips that know the charm have spoken. 
This heart, howe'er the world make wake 
Its grief, its scorn, can hut he broken 
By thee, thee, only thee. 



SHALL THE HAEP THEN BE SILENT. 



OHALL the Harp tliet 



be silent, when he who first 



To our country a name is withdrawn from all eyes? 
Shall a Minstrel of Erin stand mute by the grave 
Where the first — where the last of her Patriots lies? 

No — faint tho' the death-song may fall from his lips, 
Though his Harp, like his sou], may with shadows 
be crost. 

Yet, yet shall it sound, 'mid a nation's eclipse, 
And proclaim to the world what a star hath been 



What a union of all the aiTections and powers 
By which life is exalted, embellished, refined, 

Was embraced in that spirit — whose centre was ours, 
While its mighty circumference circled mankind ? 

* It is only the first two verses tliat are either fined or iatended 
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Oh, who that loves Erin, or who that can see, 
Thro' the waste of her annals, that epoch suh- 

Like a pyramid rais'd in the desert — where he 
And his glory stand oat to the eyes of all time ; 

That one lucid interval, snatched from the gloom 
And the madness of ages, when fill 'd with his soul, 

A nation o'erleap'd the dark hounds of her doom. 
And for one sacred instant touch'd Liberty's goal — 

Who, that ever hath heard him — hatli drank at the 

Of that wonderful eloquence, all Erin's own. 
In whose high-thoughted daring, the fire, and the 

And the yet untam'd spring of her spirit are shown; 



An eloquence rich, whci 

Wander'd free and triumphant, with thoughts that 
shone through, 
As clear as the hrook's ' stone of lustre,' that gave. 

With the flash of the gem, its solidity too — 

Who, that ever approached him, when free from the 
crowd. 
In a home full of love, he delighted to f read 
Mong tlie trees which a nation had giv'n, and which 

As if each brought a new civic crown for his head — 
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Is there one who hath thus, through his orbit of life, 
Bat at distance observ'd him — through glory, 
through blame, 

In the calm of retreat, in the grandeur of strife, 
Whether shining or clouded, still high and the 



Oh no, not a heart that e'er knew him but mourns 
Deep, deep o'er the grave where such glory is 
shrin'd — 

O'er a monument Fame will preserve 'mong the urns 
Of tlie wisest, the bravest, the best of mankind. 



OH THE SIGHT ENTRANCING. 

Oh, the sight entrancing, 

When morning beam is glancing 

O'er files array'd 

With helm and blade. 
And plumes in the gay wind dancing 1 
When hearts are all high beating. 
And the trumpet's voice repeating 

That song whose breath 

May lead to death, 
But never to retreating. 
Oh, the sight entrancing, 
When morning's beam is glancing 
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O'er files array 'd 
Witk helm and blade, 
And plumes in the gay wind dancing;. 

Yet, 'tis not helni or feather — 
For ask yon despot, whether 

His plumed bands 
Could hrin^ such hands 
And hearts as ours together. 
Leave pomps to those who need 'em — 
Give man but heart and freedom, 

And proud he braves 

The gaudiest slaves 
That crawl where monarchs lead 'em. 
The sword may pierce the beaver, 
Stone walls in time may sever, 

'T is mind alone, 

Worth steel and stone. 
That keeps men free for ever. 
Oh that sight entrancing. 
When the morning beam is glancing 

O'er files array'd 

With helm and blade, 
And in Freedom's cause advancing ! 
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SWEET INNISF ALLEN. 

gWEET Innisfallen, fare thee well. 

May calm and sunshine long be thino ! 
How fair thnu art let others tell, 

To fed hoiv fair shall long he mine. 

Sweet Innisfallen, long shall dwell 
In memory's dream that sunny smile 

Which o'er thee on that evening fell. 
When first I saw thy fairy isle. 

'Twas light, indeed, too blest for one 
Who had to turn to paths of care — 

Through crowded haunts again to run, 
And leave thee bright and silent there ; 

No more unto thy shores to come. 
Bill, on the world's rude ocean tost. 

Dream of thee sometimes, as a home 
Of sunshine he had seen and lost. 

Far betler in thy weeping hours 
To part from thee, as I do now. 

When mist is o'er thy blooming bowers, 
Like sorrow's veil on beauty's brow. 

For, though unrivall'd still thy grace, 
Thou dost not look, as then, too blest, 

But, thus in shadow, seem'st a place 
Where erring man might hope to rest — 
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Might hope to rest, and find in thee 
A gloom like Eden's on the day 

He left its shade, when every tree, 

Like thine, hung weeping o'er his way. 

Weeping or smiling, lovely isle ! 

And all the lovelier for thy tears — 
For, though but rare thy sunny smile, 

'T is heav'n's own glance when it appears. 

Like feeling hearts, whose joys are few 
But, when indeed they come, divine — 

The brightest light the sun e'er threw 
Is lifeless to one gleam of thine. 



'TWAS ONE OF THOSE DREAMS.* 

'f[TWAS one of those dreams that by music are 

brought, 
Like a brigiit summer haze, o'er the poet's warm 

thought — 
W>ien, lost in the future, his soul wanders on, 
And all of this life, but its sweetness, is gone. 

The wild aotes he heard o'er the water were those 
He had taught to singErin's dark bondage and woes 
And the breath of the bugle now wafted them o'er 
From Dmis' green isle to Glenn's wooded shore. 

* Written during a visit to Lord Kemnare, at Killaraey 
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He listen'd — while high o'er the eagle's rude nest, 
The lingering sounds on their way lov'd to rest ; 
And the echoes sung hack from their full mountain 

As if loth to let song so enchanting expire. 
It seem'd as if every sweet note that died here 
Was again brought to life in some airier sphere, 
Some heaven in those hills.where the soul of the strain 
That had ceas'd upon earth was awaking again. 
Oh forgive, if, while listening to music, whose breath 
Seem'd to circle hjs name with a charm against death 
He should feel a proud Spirit within him proclaim, 
" Even so sbalt thou live in the echoes of Fame : 
" Even so, tho' thy memory should now die away 
" 'T will be caught up again in some happier day, 
" And the heart") and the voices of Erin prolong, 
" Thro' the answering future, thy name and thy song. 



FAIREST! PUT ON AWHILE. 



"PAIREST ! put on awhile 

These pinions of light I bring thee, 
And o'er thy own green isle 

In fancy let me wing thee- 
Never did Ariel's plume, 

At goUen sunset, hover 
O'er scenes so full of Hoom 

As I shall waft thee over. 
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Fields, where the Spring delays, 

And fearlessly meets the ardor 
Of the warm Summer's gaze, 

With only her tears to guard her. 
Eocke, through myrtle boughs 

In grace majestic frowning ; 
Like some hold warrior's brows 

That Loye hath just been crowning. 

Islets, so freshly fair, 

That never hath bird come nigh them, 
But from Iiis course through air 

He hath been won down by them — * 
Types, sweet maid, of thee, 

Whose look, whose blush inviting. 
Never did Love yet see 

From heaven, without alighting. 

Lakes, where the pearl lies hid,+ 
And caves, where the gem is i 

Bright as the tears thy ]id 
Lets fall in lonely weeping. 

* In describing the Skeiigs (islands in the Barony of Fotlli), 
Dr. Keating says, " There is a certain attractive virtue in tie soil 
which draws down all the birds that allempt to fly over it and 
obliges them to light upon the rock." 

+ " NenniuB, a British writer of the ninth century, mentions tha 
abundance of pearls in Ireland. Their princes, he says, hunglhem 
beliind their ears ; and this we find confirmed by a present made 
i.e. 1094, by Gilbert, bisliop of Limerick, to Anselm, archbishop 
orCanterbnry,of aeonsidersble quantily of Irish pearls. "—O'Hai.- 
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Glens,* where Ocean comes, 

To 'scape the wild wind's rancour, 

And harhours, worthiest homes 

Where Freedom's fleet can anchor. 

Then if, while scenes so grand, 

So heautiful, shine bufme thee, 
Pride for thy own dear land 

Should haply he stealing o'er thee. 
Oh, let grief come first, 

O'er pride it^'elf victorious — 
Thinking how man hath curst 

What Heaven had made so glorious. 



QUICK! WE HAYE BUT A SECOND, 

nUICK ! we have hat a second. 

Fill round the cup, while you may r 
For Time, the churl, hath beckon'd, 

And we must away, away ! 

Grasp the pleasure that's flying, 

For oh ! not Orpheus' strain 

Could keep sweet hours from dying. 

Or charm them to life again. 

Then, quick ! we have but a second, 
Fill round the cup, while you may 
For Time, the churl, hath heckon'd. 
And we must away, away ! 
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See the glass, how it tiushes, 

Like some young Hebe's lip, 
And half meets thine, and blushea 
That thou shouldst delay to sip. 
Shame, oh shame unto thee, 
If ever thou seest that day. 
When a cup or a lip shaU woo thee, 
And turn untouch'd away ! 

Then quick ! we have hut a second. 

Fill round, iill round, while you may. 
For Time, the churl, hath beckon'd, 
And we must away, away ! 



AND DOTH ROT A MEETING LIKE THIS. 

4 ND doth not a meeting like this make amends 

For all the longyears I've been wand'ring away — 
To see thus around me ray youth's early friends, 

As smiling and kind as in that happy day ? 
Though haply o'er some of your brows, as o'er mine, 
The snow-fall of time may be stealing — what then ? 
Like Alps in the sun-set, thus lighted by wine. 
We'll wear the gay tinge of youth's roses again. 

What soften'd remembrances come o'er the heart 
In gazing on those we've been lost to so long ! 

The sorrows, the joys, of which once they were part. 
Still round them, like visions of yesterday, throng 

As letters some hand hath invisibly traced, 
When held to the fiame will steal out on the sight. 
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So many a feeling, that long seem'd effaced, 
The warmth of a moment like this brings to light. 

And thus, as in memory's bark we shall glide 

To visit the scenes of our boyhood anew, 
Though oft we may see, looking down on the ti<le. 

The wreck of full many a hope shining through ; 
Yet still, as in fancy we point to the flowers 

That once made a garden of all the gay shore, 
Deceiv'd for a moment, we'll think them still oure, 

And breathe the fresh air of life's morning once 



So brief our existence, a glimpse, at the most. 

Is all we can have of the few we hold dear ; 
And oft even joy is unheeded and lost, 

For want of some heart, that could echo it, near. 
Ab, well may we hope, when this short life js gone. 

To meet in some world of more permanent bliss ; 
For a smile, or a grasp of the hand, hastening on, 

Is all we enjoy of each other in this.f 

* " Jours cliormans, quandje songe k vos heuteui instans, 
Je pense remojitet le fleuve de mes nna ; 
Et mon cceur encbante sur la rive fleuiie 
Respire encora I'air pnr du matin de la vie." 
I The same thonglit has been happily expressed by my fiiendMr. 
Washington Irving, in his ' Braoebridge Hall.' vol. i. p. 213. The 
pleasure which I feel in calling Ihis gentleman my friend is much 
enhanced by Ihe reflection, that he is too good an American to have 
■dmitled me so readily lo such a dislinction, if he had not knomi 
that my feelings towards the great and fiee country that ga.Te him 
birtli have long been such as eiery real lover of (be liberty and 
happiness of the human race must eulertain. 
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But, come, the more rare such delights to the heart, 

The more we should wekome and bless them the 
more, 
They're ours, when ws meet, — they are lost, whea 
we part. 

Like birds that bring summer and fly when 't is o'er. 
Thus circling the cup, hand in hand; ere we drink. 

Let Sympathy pledge us, thro' pleasure, thro' pain, 
That, fast as a feeling: tut touches one link, 

Her magic shall send it direct through the chain. 



THE BIOUNTAIK SPRITE. 

JN yonder yaUey there dwelt, alone, 

A youth whose moments had calmly flown, 
Till spells came o'er him, and, day and night. 
He was haunted and watch 'd by a Mountain Sprite. 
As once, by moonlight, he wander'd o'er 
The golden sands of that island shore, 

A foo^print sparkled before his sight 

T was the fairy foot of the Mountain Sprite ! 

Beside a fountain, one sunny day. 

As bending over the stream he lay, 

There peep'd down o'er him two eyes of light, 

And he saw, in that mirror, the Mountain Sprite. 

He furn'd — but, lo, like a startled bird, 

That spirit fled —and the youth but heard 

Sweet music, such as marks the flight 

Of some bird of song, from the Mountain Sprite. 
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One night, still haunted hy that bright look, 

The boy, bewildei'd, hia pencil took, 

And, g^irided only hy memory's light, 

Drew the once-seeo form of the Mountain Sprite. 

" Oh thou, who West the shadow," cried 

A voice, low whispering by his side, 

" Now turn and see," — here the youth's delight 

Seal'd the rosy lips of the Mountain Sprite. 

" Of all the Spirits of land and sea," 

Then rapt he murmur'd, " there's none like thee, 

" And oft, oh oft, may thy foot thus light 

" In this lonely bower, sweet Mountain Sprite !" 



Ab VANQtJISH'D ERIN. 

A S vanquish'd Erin wept beside 
The Boyne's ill-fated river, 
She saw where Discord, in the tide. 

Had dropt his loaded quiver. 
" Lie hid," she cried, " ye venom'd darts, 

" Where mortal eye may shun yoa ; 
" Lie hid — the stain of manly hearts 

" That bled for me is on you." 

But vain her wish, her weeping vain, — 
As Time too well hath taught her — 

Each year the Fiend returns again, 
And dives into that water ; 
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And brings triumphant from beneath 

His shafts of desolation, 
And sends them, wing"d with worse than death, 

Through all her madd'iiing nation. 

Alas for her who sits and mourns, 

Even now, beside that river — 
Unwearied still the Fiend returns. 

And stor'd is still his quiver, 
" When wUl this end, ye Powers of Good V> 

She weeping asks for ever ; 
But only hears, from out that flood, 

The demon answer, " Never !" 



DESMOND'S SONG.* 



■gY thcvFeal's wave benighted, 

No star in the skies. 

To thy door by Love lighted, 

I first saw those eyes. 



• " Thomas, the heir of the Desmond family, had accidentally 
been so engaged in the chase, that he was benighted near Traiee, 
and obliged to lake shelter at the Abbey of Peal, in the house of 
one of his dependents, called SbcConnac. Catherine, abeautitul 
dai^hter of his host, instantly inspired Ihe Earl with a liolent pas- 
sion, which he could not subdue. He married her, and by this in- 
ferior alhMtB alienated his followers, whoso brutal pride regarded 
this ipdnlgenco of his love as an unpardonable degradation of hia 
fetnily." — Lelabd, vol. ii. 
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Some voice whisper'd o'er me, 
As the threshold I crost, 

If I lov'd I ivas lost. 

Love came, and brought sorrow 

Too soon in his train ; 
Yet so sweet, tliat to-morrow 

'Twere welcome again. 
Though misery's full measure 

My portion should be, 
I would drain it with pleasure. 

If pour'd out by thee. 

YoTi, who call it dishonour 

To bow to this flame, 
If you've eyes, look but on her, 

And blush while you blame. 
Hath the pearl less whiteness 

Because of its birth ? 
Hath the violet less brightness 

For growing- near earth ? 

No — Man for his glory 

To ancestry flies ; 
But Woman's bright story 

Is told in her eyes. 
While the Monarch but traces 

Through mortals his line, 
Beauty, born of the Graces, 

Ranks next to Divine 1 
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THEY KNOW NOT MY HEART. 

fTHEY know not my heart, who believe there can be 

One stain of this earth in its feelings for thee ; 
Who think, wtile I see thee in beauty's young hour. 
As pure as the morning's first dew on tlie flower, 
I couU harm what 1 love — as the sun's wanton ray 
But smiles on the dew-drop to waste it away. 

No — beaming with light as those young features are, 
There's a light round thy heart which is lovelier far : 
It is not that cheek — 't is the soul dawning- clear 
Through its innocent blush makes thy beauty so dear ; 
As the sky we look «p to, though glorious and fair, 
Is look'd up to the more, because heaven lies there ! 



1 WISH I WAS BY THAT DIM LAKE 

J WISH I was by that dim Lake* 

Where sinful souls their farewell take 
Of this vain world, and half-way IJe 
In death's cold shadow, ere they die. 

• These -veisea are meant lo allude to Ihol ancient hannt ot su- 
perstition, lalied Patiict'a Pnigatory. "In the midst of tliesc 
gloomy regions of Donegal (says Dr. Campbell) lay a lake, which 
■was to become tlie mystic theatre of this febled and intermediate 
state. In the lake were several islands ; but one of themwaa 
dignified with that called the Moulh of Purgatory, wliich, during 
the dark ages attracted the notice of all Chiistcndom, and was tiie 
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There, there, far from thee, 
Deceitful world, my home should be ; 
Where, come what might of gloom and pain, 
False hope should ne'er deceive again. 

The lifeless sky, the mournful sound 

Of unseen waters falling round ; 

The dry leaves, quivering o'er my head. 

Like man, unquiet even wheu dead ; 

These, ay, these shall wean 

My soul from life's deluding scene, 

And turn each thought, o'ercharg'd with gloom, 

Like willows, downward tow'rds the tomh. 

As they, who to their couch at night 
Would win repose, first quench the light, 
So must the hopes, that keep this breast 
Awake, be quench'd, ere it can rest. 
Cold, cold, this heart must grow, 
Unmov'd by either joy or woe. 
Like freezing founts, where all that 's thrown 
Within their current turns to stone. 

resort of penitents and pilgrims from almost every country in 

" It was," as Ite same writer tells us, " one of the most dismal 
and dreary Fpots in the North, almost inaccessible, through deep 
glens and ragged mountains, frightful with impending todis, and 
the hollow murmurs of the western winds in darl; caverns, peopled 
only with sneh liintastic beings as the mind, however gay, is, from 
elrange ttssociation, wont to appropriate to such gloomy scenes." — 
Stria, on the Eccl. and Lit. Hisl. of Ireland. 
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SHE SURG OF LOVE. 



OHE sung of Love, while o'er her lyre 

The rosy rays of evening fell, 
As if to feed with their soft fire 

The soul within that trembling shell. 
The same rich light hung o'er her cheek. 

And play'd around those lipa that sung 
And spoke, as flowers would sing and speak. 

If Love could lend their leaves a tongue. 

But soon the West no longer biirn'd ; 

Each rosy ray from heaven withdrew ; 
And when to gaze again I turn'd, 

The minstrel's form seem'd fading too. 
As i(her light and heaven's were one, 

The glory all had left that frame ; 
And from her glimmering lips the tone. 

As from a parting spirit, came.* 

Who ever lov'd, hut had the thought 
That he and all he lov'd must part ? 

Fill'd with this fear, I flew and caught 
The fading image to my heart — 



* The ihoughl; hete was su^ested by Eome beauliful lines ii 
Mr. Rogers's Poem of " Human Life," beginning — 

" Now in Ihe glimmering, dying iight she grows 
Less and less earthly." 
I would quote the entire passage, but that I fear to put mj owe 
bumble imitation of it out of countenance. 
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And cried, " Oh Love ! is this thy doom ? 

" Oil lig-ht of youth's resplendent day ! 
" Must ye then lose your golden bloom, 

" And thus, like sunshine, die away ?" 



SmCf— SING— MUSIC WAS GIVEN. 

CING — sing — Music was given 

To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving ; 
Souls here, like planets in heaven. 

By harmony's laws alone are kept moving 
Beauty may hoast of her eyes and her cheeks, 

But Love from the lips his true archery wings ; 
And she, who but feathers the dart when she speaks, 
At once sends it home to the heart when she sin^. 
Thea sing — sing — Music was given 

To brighten the gay, and kindle the loviag ; 
Souls here, like planets in heaven. 

By harmony's laws alone are kept moving. 

When Love, rock'd by his mother, 

Lay sleeping, as calm as slumber could make him, 
" Hush, hush," said Venus, " no other 

Sweet voice but his own is worthy to wake him." 
Dreaming of music he slumber'd the while. 

Till faint from his lip a soft melody broke, 
And Venus, enchanted, look'd on with a smile. 

While Love to his own sweet singing awoke. 
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Then sing — sing — Music was given 

To brighten flie gay, and kindle the loving ; 

Souls here, like planets in heaven, 
By harmony's laws alone are kept moving. 



THOUGH HUMBLE THE BANQUET. 

THO' humble the banquet to which I invite thee. 

Thou 'It find there the best a poor bard can corn- 
Eyes, beaming with welcome, shall throng round, to 
lig^ht thee, 
AndLove serve the feast with his own willinghand. 

And though Fortune may seem to have turn'd from 
the dwelling- 

Of him thou regardest her favouring ray. 
Thou wilt find there a gift, all her treasures excellirg, 

Which, proudly he feels, hath ennobled his way. 

'Tis that freedom of mind which no vulgar dominion 

Can turn from the path a pure conscience approves ; 

Which, with hope in the heart, and no chain on the 

Holds upwards its course to the light which it loves, 

'T is this makes the pride of his humble retreat, 
And, with this, tho' of all other treasures hereav'd 

The breeze of his garden ;o him is more sweet 
Than the costliest incense that Pomp e'er receiv'd. 
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Then come, — if a board so untempting hath power 
To win thee from grandeur, its best shall be thine ; 

And there's one, long the light of the bard's happy 
bower, 
Who, smiling, will blend her bright welcome with 



SING, SWEET HARP. 

CING, sweet Harp, oh sing to me 
^ Some song of ancient days, 
Whose sounds, in this sad memory. 

Long buried dreams shall raise ; — 
Some lay that tells of vanish'd fame. 

Whose Sight once round us shone 
Of noble pride now turn'd to shame. 

And hopes for ever gone. — 
Sing, sad Harp, thus sing to me ; 

Alike our doom is cast. 
Both lost to all but memory, 

We live but in 'the past. 

How raouriifully the midnight air 

Among thy chords doth sigh. 
As if it sought some echo there 

Of voices long gone by ; — 
Of chieftains now forgot, who seem'd 

The foremost then in fame ; 
Of bards who, once immortal deem'd 

Now sleep without a name ! — 
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In vain, sad Harp, tlie midnight air 
Among thy chords doth sigh ; 

In vain it seelis an echo there 
Of voices long gone by. 

Couldst thou but call those spirits round. 

Who once, in bower and hall, 
Sate listening to thy magic sound, 

Now mute and mouldering all ; 
But, no ; they would but wako to weep 

Their children's slavery ; 
Then leave them in their dreamless sleep, 

The dead, at least, are free, — 
Hush, hush, sad Harp, that dreary tone, 

That knell of Freedom's day, 
Or, listening to its death-like moan, 

Let me, too, die away. 



SONG OF THE BATTLE EVE. 



rPO-MOEROW, comrade, we 
On the battle-plain must be, 
There to conquer, or both lie low ! 
The morning-star is up, — 
But there's wine still in the cup. 
And we'll take another quaff, ere we gi 
We'll take another quaff, ere we go. 
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'T is true, in manliest eyes 

A passing tear will rise, 
When we tiiiiik of llie friends we leave lone ; 

But what can wailing do ? 

See, our gotlet's weeping too ! 
With its tears we'll chase away our own, boy, 

With its tears we '11 chase away our own. 

But daylight's stealing on ; — 

The last that o'er us shone - 
Saw our children around us play ; 

The next — ah ! where shall we 

And those rosy urchins be ? 
But — no matter — grasp thy sword and away, boy, 

away. 
No matter — grasp thy sword, and away ! 

Let those who brook the chain 

Of Saxon or of Dane 
Ignobly by their fire -sides stay ; 

One sigh to home be given, 

One heartfelt prayer to heaven. 
Then, for Erin and her cause, boy, hurra ! hurra 1 

Then, for Erin and her cause, h.urra 1 
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THE "VVAKDERINGf BARD, 

WHAT life lilfe that of the bard can be, 

The wandering bard, who roams as free 
As the inountain lark that o'er him sings, 
And, like that lark, a music brings 
Within him, where'er he comes or goes, — 
A fount that for ever flows ! — - 
The world's to him like some play-ground, 
Where fairies dance their moonlight round ; 
If dimm'd the turf where late they trod, 
The elves but seek some greener sod ; 
So, when less bright his scene of glee, 
To another away flies he. 

Oh, what would have been young Beauty's doom. 

Without a bard to fii her bloom ? 

They tell us, in the moon's bright round. 

Things lost in this dark world are found ; 

So charms, on earth long pass'd and gone. 

In the poet's lay live on. — 

Would ye have smiles that ne'er grow dim ? 

You've only to give them all to him. 

Who, with a touch of Fancy's wand, 

Can lend them life, this life beyond. 

And fix them high, in Poesy's sky, — 

Young stars that never die. 

Then, welcome the bard where'er he comes, 
For, though he hath countless airy homes. 
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To which his wing excursive roves, 
Yet still, from time to time he loves 
To light upon earth and find such cheer 
As brightens our hanquet here. 
No matter how far, how fleet he flies, 
You've only to light up kiad young eyes, 
Such signal-fires as here are given, — 
And down he'll drop from Fancy's heaven. 
The miuute such call to love or mirth 
Proclaims he 'b wanting on earth. 



j^LONE ii 



ALONE IN CROWDS TO WANDER ON. 

crowds to wander on, 

And feel that all the charm is gone 

Which voices dear and eyes belov'd 

Shed round us once, where'er we rov'd — 

This, this the doom must he 

Of all who've lov'd, and liv'd to see 

The few bright things, they thought would stay 

For ever near them d e a^ay 

Though fairer form" around us ti ro g 

Their smiles to others all belong 

And want that charm wl ch dwells alone 

Round those the fond heart calls ts own. 

Where, where the sunny brow 1 

The long-known voice — where are they now * 

Thus ask I still, nor ask in vain. 

The silence answers all too plain. 
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Oh what is Fancy's mag-ic worth. 

If all her art cannot call forth 

One bliss like those we felt of old 

Prom lips now mute, and eyes now cold ! 

No, no,— her spell is vain,— 

As soon could she bring bock a-'ain 

Those eyes themselves from out the grave. 

As wake again one bliss they gave 



I'VE A SECBET TO TELL THEE 

I'VE a secret to tell thee, but hush I not here,— 

Oh ! not ivhere the world its vigil keeps : 
I'll seek, to whisper it in thine ear, 

Some shore where the Spirit of Silence sleeps ; 
Where summer's wave unmurmuring dies. 

Nor fay can hear the fountain's gush ; 
Where, if but a note her night-bird sighs. 

The rose saith, chidingly, " Hnsh.lweet, hush '■ 

There, amid the deep silence of that hour, 

When stars can be heard in ocean dip. 
Thyself shall, under some rosy bower. 

Sit mute, with thy finger on thy lip : 
Like him, the boy,» who bom among 

The flowers that on the Nile-slream blush. 
Sits ever thus,— his only song 

To earth and heaven, " Hush, all, hush !" 

• The Ggd of Silence, Ihus picliired by the Egyptians. 
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SONG OF INNISFAIL. 
niHEY came from a land beyond the sea. 

And now o'er the western main 
Set sail, in their good ships, gallantly. 

From the sunny land of Spain. 
" Oh, Where's the Isle we've seen in dreams, 

Our destin'd home or grave V * 
Thus sung they as, by the morning's beams. 
They swept the Atlantic wave. 

And, lo, where afar o'er ocean shines 

A sparkle of radiant green, 
As though in that deep lay emerald mines. 

Whose light through the wave was seen. 
" 'T is Innisfail — 't is lanisfail !" + 

Rings o'er the echoing sea, 
While, hending to heaven, the warriors hail 

That home of the brave and free. 
Then turn'd they unto the Eastern wave, 

Where now theii Day-God's eye 
A look of such sunny omen gave 

As lighted up sea and sky. 
Nor frown was seen through sky or sea, 

Nor tear o'er leaf or sod. 
When fiist on their Isle of Destiny 

Our great forefathers trod. 

• " Milesius cememberetl the remarkable prediction of the piin- 
dpal Druid, »ho for^lold that ibe posterity of Gadelus should ob- 
Wtote possession of a Western Island (which was Ireland), and 
TtSw'^S^^^^^ of theancU„t na^os of Ir^lattd. 
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THE NIGHT DANCE. 



OTRIKE the gay harp ! see the moon is on high. 
And, as true to her beam as the tides of the 
ocean, 
Young hearts, when they feel the soft light of her eyB, 

Obey the mute call, and heave into motion. 
Then sound notes — the gayest, the lightest, 
That ever took wing, when heaven looli'd hrightest ! 

Again ! Again ! 
Oh ! could such heart-stirring music be heard 

In that City of Statues described by romancers, 

So wakening its spell, even stone would he stirr'd, 

And statues themselves all start into dancers ! 

Why then delay, with such sounds in our ears, 

And the flower of Beauty's own garden before us, — . 
While stars overhead leave the song of their spheres. 

And, list'ning to ours, hang wond'ring o'er us S 
Again, that strain ! — to hear it thus sounding 
Might set even Death's cold pulses bounding — 

Again ! Again ! 
Oh, whai delight when the youthful and gay. 

Each with eye like a sunbeam and foot like a 
feather. 
Thus dance, like the Hours to the music of May, 

And mingle sweet song and sunshine together ! 
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THERE ARE SOUNDS OF MIKTH. 

fTHEEE are sounds of mirth in the night-air ringing. 

And lamps from every casement shown ; 
While voices blithe within are singing, 

That seem to say " Come," in every tone. 
Ah ! once how light, in Life's young season. 

My heart had leap'd at that sweet lay ; 
Nor paus'd to ask of greybeard Reason 

Should I the siren call obey. 

And see — the lamps still livelier glitter, 

The siren lips more fondly sound ; 
No, seek, ye nymphs, some victim fitter 

To sink in your rosy bondage bound. 
Shall a hard whom not the world in arms 

Could bend to tyranny's rude control, 
Thus quail at sight of woman's charms, 

And yield to a smile his freebom soul ? 

Thus sung the sage, while, slyly stealing. 

The nymphs their fetters around him cast. 
And, — their laughing eyes, the while, concealing, — 

Led Freedom's Bard their slave at last. 
For the Poet's heart, still prone to loving, 

Was like that rock of the Druid race,* 
Which the gentlest touch at once set moving. 

But all earth's -power could nit cast from its base. 

* The Rocking Stones of the Druids, some of wMtJi no force ia 
fble 10 dislodge iioin Iheir elHtions. 
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OH AKRANMORE, LOVED AEKANMORE. 

AH ! Arranmore, lov'd Arranmore, 

How oft I dream of thee, 
And of tfiose days when, by thy shore, 

I wander'd young and free. 
Full many a path I've tried, since then, 

Throug'h pleasure's flowery maze, 
But ne'er could find the hliss again 

I felt in those sweet days. 

How blithe upon thy breezy cliffs 

At sunny morn I've stood. 
With heart as bounding as the skiffs 

That danc'd along thy flood ; 
Or, when the western wave grew bright 

With dayiig-ht's parting wing, 
Have sought that Eden in its light 

Which dreaming poets sing ; — * 

That Eden, where the immortal brave 

Dwell in a land serene, — 
Whose bowers beyond the shining wave. 

At sunset, oft are seen. 



• " Tlie inhabilants of Arranmore are still persuaded that, ia s 
clear day, they tan see from this coast Hy Brysail, or the Enchan- 
ted Island, the Paradise of the Pegan Irish, and coiiceming whict 
tiiey relate a iiumlicr of romantic Btoiies." — Beaufokt's AndeM 



Topf^raphy of Ireland . 
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a loo full of saddening truth ! 



Are like the hopes I built in youth, — 
As sunny and as vain ! 



LAY HIS SWORD BY HIS SIDE. 

T AY his sword hy his side,*— it hath serv'd him 
•^ too well, 

Not to rest near his pillow below ; 
To tte last moment true, from his hand ere it fell, 

Its point was still turn'd to a flying foe. 
Fellow-lahorers in life, let them slumber in death. 

Side by side, as becomes the reposing brave, — 
That sword which he lov'd still unbroke in its 
sheath, 

And himself unsubdued in his grave. 

Yet pause — for, in fancy, a still voice I hear, 

Ab if breath'd from his brave heart's remains ; — 
Faint echo of that which, in Slavery's ear. 

Once sounded the war-word, "Burst your chains!" 
And it cries, from the grave where the hero lies deep, 

" Tho' the day of your Chieftain for ever hath set, 
" Oh leave not his sword thus inglorious to sleep, — 

" It hath victory's life in it yet ! . 

ScylMons, to bury the favorita swords of their heroes oLodS witll 



by Google 



IRISH MELODIES, 13': 

" Should som 1 rthy h p t wield 

" Dare to t h th my vn gill t d, 

" Then rest thy h th U t 1 I'd, 

" Orretu t th g ftJy h 1 Id. 

" But, if gra p d hy 1 d th t h th 1 d the 
proud 

" Of a fal h 1 1. th th b tt! pi — 

"Then.atLb t\ m IL 1 It 1 t loose 

" Leap fo ! f m tl y d k h th ga 



6h, could we do with this WOKLD. 

AH could we do with this world of ours 

As thou dost with thy garden bowers, 

Reject the weeds and keep the flowers, 

What a heaven on earth we'd make it ! 
So bright a dwelling should be our own, 
So warranted free from sigh or frown. 
That angels soon would be coming down, 
By the week or month to take it. 

Like those gay flies that wing through air, 
And in themselves a lustre bear, 
A stock of light, still ready there, 

Whenever they wish to use it ; 
So in this world I'd make for thee. 
Our hearts should all like fire-flies be, 
And the flash of wit or poesy 

Break forth whenever we choose it. 
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"W^ile every Joy that glads our sphere 
Hath still some shadow hovering near, 
In this new world of ours, my dear, 

Such shadows v/ill all he omitted : — 
Unless they are like that graceful one, 
Which, when thou'rt dancing in the sun. 
Still near thee, leaves a charm upon 

Each spot where it hath flitted ! 



THE "WINE CUP IS CIRCLIKG. 

^HE wine-cup is circling in Alrahin's hal],* 
And its Chief, 'mid his heroes reclining. 
Looks up with a sigh, to the trophied wall. 
Where his sword hangs idly shining. 

When, hark ! that shout 

From the vale without, — 
" Arm ye quick, the Dane,- the Dane is nigh !" 

Every Chief starts up 

From his foaming cup. 
And " To hattle, to hatde !" is the Finian's cr. 



* The palace of Pin Mac-Cumhal (the Fingal of Macptimon 
in Leinster. Il was Ijuilt on Ibc top of ihe hill, which has rettiin 
ed from Ihence the name of the Hill of Allen, in the Counlj o 
Kildare. The Finians, or Penii, were the celebrated National Mi 
litia of Ireland, which this chief commanded. The mtroduclion o 
the Danes in the ahovp song is an anachronism commoa to most o 
the Pinian and Ossianic legends. 
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The minstrels have seiz'd their harps of gold, 

And they sing such thrilling numbers, — 
'T is like the voice of the Brave of old. 

Breaking forth from their place of slumhers ! 

Spear to buckler rang 

As the minstrels sang, 
And the Sun-hurst* o'er them floated wide ; 

While remembering the yoke 

Which their fathers broke, 
" On for liberty, for liberty !" the Finians cried. 

Like clouds of the night the Northmen came, 

O'er the valley of Almhjn lowering ; 
While onward mov'd, in the light of its fame, 
That banner of Erin, towering. 

With the mingling shock 

Rung cliff and rock. 
While rank on rank the invaders die . 

And the shout tli.at last 

O'er the dying pass'd 
Was " Victory ! victory ! " — tlie Finians' crj'. 



T' 



THE DREAM OF THOSE DAYS. 

'HE dream of those days when first I»sung thee is 

Thy triumph hath stain'd the charm thy sorrows 

* The name given to Ihe banner of ihe Irish. 
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And even of the light which Hope onr.e shed o'erthy 

chains, 
Alas, not a gleam to g.'ace thy freedom remains. 

Say, is it that slavery sunk so deep in thy heart. 
That still the dark brand is there, though chainlesa 

thou art ; 
And Freedom's sweet fruit, for which thy spirit long 

hurn'd, 
Now, reaching at last thy lip, to ashes hafh tuni'd ! 

Up Liberty's steep hy Truth and Eloquence led. 
With eyes on her temple fix'd, how proud was thy 

tread ! 
Ah, better thou ne'er hadst liv'dthat summit to gain, 
Or died in the porch, than thus dishonour the fane 



FROM THIS HOUR THE'' PLEDGE IS GIVEN. 

pROM this hour the pledge is given, 

From this hour my soul is thine : 

Come what will, from earth or heaven. 

Weal or woe, thy fate be mine ! 
When the proud and great stood by thee. 

None dar'd thy rights to spurn ; 
And, if now they're false and fly thee. 

Shall I, too, basely turn ? 
No ; — whate'er the fires that try thee, 

In the same this heart shall bum. 
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Though the sea, where thou emharkest, 

Offers now no friendly shore, 
Light may come where all looks darkest, 

Hope hath life, wlien life seems o'er. 
And of those past ages dreaming. 

When glory deck'd thy brow, 
Oft I fondly think, though seeming 

So fallen and clouded now, 
Thou'lt again break forth, all beaming, — 

None so bright, so blest as thou. 



SILENCE IS IN OUE FESTAL HALLS,* 

gILENCE is in our festal halls,— 

Sweet Son of Song ! thy course is o'er : 
In vain on thee sad Erin calls. 

Her minstrel's voice responds no more ; — 
All silent as tb' Eolian shell 

Sleeps at the close of some bright day. 
When the sweet breeze, that wak'd its swell 

At sunny morn hath died away. 

Yet at our feasts thy spirit long 
Awak'd by music's speU shall rise ; 

• II is hardly necessary, perhaps, to infotm the rsacler, that thesa 
lines ate meant as a tribute of sincere friendship to Ihe memory of 
)n old ana valued toJleague in lliis work, Sir John Stevenson. 
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For name so link'd with deathless soag 
Partakes its charm and never dies ; 

And sven within the holy fane, 

"When music wafts the soul to heaven, 

One thought of him, whose earliest strain 
Was echo'd there, shall long he givea. 

But, where is now the cheerful day, 

The social night, when, by thy side. 
He, who now weaves this parting lay, 

His skUless voice with Uiine allied ; 
And sung those songs whose every tone, 

When bard and minstrel long have past. 
Shall still, in sweetness all thoirown, 

Emhalm'd hy fame, undying last. 

Yes, Erin, thine alone the fame, — 

Or, if thy bard have shar'd the crown, 
From thee the horrow'd glory came, 

And at thy feet is now laid down. 
Enough, if Freedom still inspire 

His latest song, and still there he, 
As evening closes round his lyre, 

One ray upon its chords from thee. 
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SACRED SOIGS, 



THOU ART, OH GOD ! 

" The day is ihine ; ihe nighl also 13 thine : ihou hast prep 
the light and the suu. Thou hast set ail the botdets ol iho ea 
Ihou hast madesnmmer andwinler."— PsA, lisiv. 16 17 

'pHOU art, God ! the life and light 
Of all this wondrous world we see. 
Its glow by day, ifs smile by night, 

Are but reflections caught from thee. 
Where'er we turn, thy glories shine, 
And ail things fair and bright are Thine ! 

When Day, with farewell beam, delays 
Among the opening clouds of Even, 

And we can almost think we gaze 
Through golden vistas into heaven — 

Those hues, that make the sun's decline 

So soft, so radiant. Lord ! are Thine. 

When Night, with wings of starry gloom, 
O'ershadows all the earth and skies, 

Like some dark, beauteous bird, whose plume 
Is sparkling with unnumbered eyes 

-That sacred gloom, those fires divine, 

So grand, so countless, Lord ! are Thin«. 



Host.s by Google 



KG SACKED SONGS- 

Wheti youthful Spring around us breathes, 
Thy Spirit warms her fragrant sigh ; 

And every flower the Summer i.vreathe3 
Is horn heneath that kindling eye. 

Where'er we turn, thy glories shine, ^ 

And all things fair and bright are Thine I 



FALLEN IS TOY THliOKE. 

"PALLEN is thy throne, Israel ! 

Silence is o'er thy plains ; 
Thy dwellings all lie desolate, 

Thy children weep in chains. 
Where are the dews that fed thee 

On Etham's barren shore ? 
That fire from heaven which led thee, 

Now lights thy path no more. 

Lord ! thou didst love Jerusalem — 

Once she was all thy own ; 
Her love thy fairest heritage,* 

Her power thy glory's throne ;t 
Till evil came, and blighted 

Thy long-loved olive-tree ;% 
And Salem's shrines were lighted 

For other gods than Thee ! 

♦ " I have left mine heritage i I Iibtb given the dearly-bcloroa 
of my 80q1 into the haiuls ofhet enemies. "-Jer. liL. 7. 

t "Do ™i disgrace the Ihrone of thy glor?."-JEi. 117. ai. 

t " Tlie Lord called thy name a E™en olive-tree ; fair and of 
goodly fruit-'" — Jek- xi' 16. 
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Then sunk the star of Solyma — 

Then pass'd her glory's day. 
Like heath that, in the wilderaess,^ 

The wild wind whirls away. 
Silent and waste her bowers, 

Where once the mighty trod, 
And sunk those guilty towers. 

While Baal reign'd as God ! 

" Go," — said the Lord — " Ye conquerors 

Sleep in her blood your swords, 
And rase to earth her battlements,* 

For tkey are not the Lord's ! 
Till Zion's mournful daughter 

O'er kindred bones shall tread, 
And Hinnom's Tale of slaughter t 

Shall hide but half her dead." 



THIS WORLD IS ALL A FLEETING SHOW. 

rilHIS world is all a fleeting show, 

For man's illusion given ; 
The smiles of Joy, the tears of Woe, 



•I llie Lord's." — 

JEH. T. 10. 

t " Therefore, behold, the days come, sailh the Lord, thtu it 
shall no more be called Tophot, nor the Valley of Ihe Son of 
Hinnom, but the Valley of Slaughter ; for they shall burv in To- 
phat, till there be no place."— Jkh. vii. 32, 
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Deceitful shine, deceitful flow — 
Theie's nothing true but heaven ' 

And false the light on Gloiy's plume, 

As fading hues of Even ; 
And Love, and Hope, and Beauty's bloom 
Are blossoms gathec'd for the tomb, — 

There's nothing bright tut heaven. 

Poor wanderers of a stormy day. 

From wave to wave we're driven, 

And Fancy's flash, and Eeason's ray, 

Serve but to light the troubled way — 

There's nothing calm but heaven ! 



WHO IS THE BIAIO ! 

ST. JEROME'S LOTE.* 

WHO is the roaid my spirit seeks, 

Through cold reproof and slander's blight ? 
Has she Love's roses on her cheeks ? 

Is Aer's an eye of this world's light 1 
No, — wan and sunk with midnight prayer 

Are the pale looks of her I love ; 



* These lines were suggesled by a passage in St. Jerome's reply 
to some calnmnioua reinstks that had heen circHlaled upon his inti- 
maey iiM the matron Paula : — " Numquid me vesles series, ui- 
Wntes gemma, picta facies, aut auri rapnit amhitio ? Nulla fail 
alia Roin:e malronQrum, qiiffi meam possit edomnrc mcnteni, nisi 
lugens atque jejunans, Bctu pene cacata."— Episl. ' Si tibi pulem.' 
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Or if, at times, a light be there. 
Its beam is kindled from ahove. 

I chose ttot her, my soul's elect, 

From those who seek their Maker's shrine 
In gems and garlands proudly deck'd. 

As if themselves were things divine ! 
No— Heaven but faintly warms the breast 

That beats beneath a broidered veil ; 
And she who comes in glittering vest 

To mourn ber frailty, still is frail.l 

Not so the faded form 1 prize 

And love, because its bloom is gone ; 
The glory in those sainted eyes 

.Is all the grace her brow puts on. 
And ne'er was Beauty's dawn so bright, 

So touching as that form's decay, 
Which, like the altar's trembling light, 

In holy lustre wastes away ! 



THE BIRD LET LOOSE. 

fPHE bird, let loose in eastern skies,t 

When hastening fondly home. 
Ne'er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies 
Where idle warblers roam. 

t Chrysost. Homil, 8. in Epial. ad Tim. 

t Ttie carrier-pigenn, it is well linown, flies at an elCTated pitch, 
in order 10 sunnount every obstacle between her and the place to 
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But high she shoots througli air and lignt. 

Above all low delay, 
Where nothing earthly bounds her flight, 

Nor shadow dims her way. 

So grant me, God ! from every care 

And stain of passion free. 
Aloft, tlirougb Virtue's purer air, 

To hold my course to Thee ! 
No sin to cloud — no lare to stay 

My Soul, as home she springs ; — 
Thy sunshine on her joyful way. 

Thy freedom in her wings ! 



OH THOU WHO DRyST [ 



AH Thou ! who dry'«t the mourner's tear, 

How dark this world would be, 
If, w^en deceiv'd and wounded here. 

We could not fly to Thee ! 
The friends who in our sunshine live. 

When winter comes, are flown ; 
And he, who has hiit tears to give, 

Must weep those tears alone. 
But Thou wilt heal that broken heart. 

Which, like the plants that throw 
Their fragrance from the wounded part. 

Breathes sweetness out of woe. 
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When joy no longer soothes or cheers, 

And even the hope that threw 
A moment's sparkle o'er our tears, 

Is dimm'd and vanish 'd too ! 
Oh ! who would hear life's stormy doom, 

Did not thy wing of love 
Come, brightly wafting through the gloom 

Our peace-branch from above ? 
Then sorrow, touch'd by Thee, grows bright 

With more than rapture's ray ; 
As darkness shows us worlds of light 

We never saw by day ! 



WEEP NOT FOR THOSE. 

WEEP not for those whom the veil of the tomb, 

In life's happy morning, hath hid from our eyes, 
Lre sin threw a blight o'er the spirit's young bloom, 
Or earth had profaned what was bom for the skies. 
Deatb chill'd the fair fountain ere sorrow had 

stain'd it, 
'Twas frozen in all the pure light of its course, 
And but sleeps till the sunshine of heaven has un- 
chain 'd it. 
To water that Eden where first was its source ! 
Weep not for those whom the veil of the tomb, 

In life's happy morning, hath hid from our eyes. 

Ere sin threw a blight o'er the spirit's young bloom 

Or earth had profaned what was horn for the skies. 
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Mourn not for her, the young Bride of the Vale * 

Our gayest and loveliest, lost to us now, 
Ere life's early lustre Lad time to grow pale, 

And the garland of love was yet fresh on her hrow 
Oh ! then was her moment, dear spirit, for flying 

From this gloomy world, while its gloom was un- 
known — 
And the wild hymns she warbled so sweetly, in dying 

Were echoed in heaven by lips lite her own ! 
Weep not for her, — in her spring-time she flew 

To fliaf land where the wings of the sou! are un- 
furl'd. 
And now, like a star beyond evening's cold dew, 

Loolis radiantly down on the tears of this world. 



THE TUBF SHALL BE MY FRAGRANT SHRINE. 

npHE turf shall be my fragrant shrine ; 
My temple. Lord ! that arch of thine ; 
My censer's breath the mountain airs, 
And silent thoughts my only prayers.f 

* This second verse, which I wrole long after the first, alludes to 
the fate of a very lovely and amiable girl, the daughter of the late 
Colonel Bainhrigge, who was married in Ashbourne church, Octo- 
ber 31, 1815, and died of a fever in a few weelis after: the sound ol 
hermarriagB bells seeming scarcely out of our ears when we heard 
of her death. During her last delirium she snug several hymns, in 
a voice even olaarer aud sweeter than usual, and among them were 
some from the present collection (parlicnlarly, " There's nothing 
bright but Heaven,") which this very interesting girl had often 
heard during the summer. 
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My choir shall be the moonlight waves, 
When murniiiring homeward to their cavea 
Or when the stillness of the sea, 
Even more than music, breathes of Thee ! 

I'll seek, by day, some glade unknown, 
All light and silence, like thy throne ! 
And the pale stars shall be, at night. 
The only eyes that watcli my rite. 

Thy heaven, on which 't is bliss to look, 
Shall be my pure and shining: book. 
Where I shall read, in words of flame. 
The glories of thy wondrous name. 

I'll read thy anger in the rack 

That clouds awhile the day-beam's track ; 

Thy mercy in the azure hue 

Of sunny brightness breaking through ! 

There 's nothing bright, above, below, 
From flowers that bloom to stars that glow 
But in its light my soul can see 
Some feature of the Deity ! 

There "s nothing dark, below, above, 
But in its gloom I trace thy love. 
And meekly wait that moment when 
Thy touch shall turn all bright again ! 
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SOUND THE LOUD TIMBREL. 



" And Miriam, the Prcpheless, the sister of Aaron, took a 
dnibrelia hei' hand ; and ali the women went out after her with 
timbrels and willidances." — Exoo. iv, 20, 

gOUND the load timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea 1 
Jehovah has triiimph'd — his people are free. 

Sing — for the pride of the tyrant is broken, 

His chariots, his horsemen, all spleniJid and brave ; 

How vain was their boast,fortheLord hath but spoken, 
And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave, 

Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea ! 

Jehovah has triumph'd, — his people are free ! 

Praise to the Conqueror, praise to the Lord ! 

His word was our arrow, bis breath was our sword ! — 

Who sball return to tell Egypt the story 

Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride ? 
For the Lord hath look'doutfromhispiUar of glory,* 
And all her brave thousands are dashed in tbe tide ! 
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea ! 
Jehovab has triumph'd,— ■ bis people are free. 

* " And it c?ame to pass, that, in the momins-walcli, the Lord 
looked unto the host of the E^ptians, through the pillar of fira 
jnd of the cloud, and troubled the hosts of the Egyptians. "—ElxoD. 
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GO, LET ME WEEF! 



fJO, let me weep — there 'a bliss in teara, 

When he who sheds them inly feels 
Some Hng'ring stain of early years 
Effaced hy every drop tJiat steals. 
The fruitless showers of worldly woe 
Fall dark to earth, and never rise ; 
While tears that from repentance flow, 
In bright exlialement reach the skies. 
Go, let me weep ! 

Leave me to sigh o'er hours that flew 

More idly than the summer's wind, 
And, while they pass'd, a fragrance threw 

iiut left no trace of sweets behind. 
The warmest sigh that pleasure heaves 

Is cold, is faint to those that swell 
The heart, where pure repentance grieves 

O'er hours of pleasure loved too well ! 
Leave me to sigh. 



COME NOT, LORD! 

pOME not, Lord ! in the dread robe of splendor 
Thou wor'st on the Mount, in the day of thine 

Come veiled inthoseshadows,deep,awfi!l, but tender 
Which mercy flings over thy features of fire ! 
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Lord ! thou remember'st the night, when thy nation* 
Stood fronting her foe by the red-rolling stream ; 

O'er Egypt thy pillar shed dark desolation, 
While Israel bask'd all tlie night in its beam. 

So, when the dread clouds of anger enfold I'hee 
From us, in thy mercy, the dark side remove ; 

While shrouded in terrors the guilty behold Tiiee, 
turn upon us the mild light of tty Love ' 



WEKE NOT THE SINFUL MARSf'S TEARS. 

WEEE not the sinful Mary's tears 

An offering worthy Heaven, 

When, o'er the faults of former years, 

She wept — and was forgiven ? — 

When bringing every balmy sweet 

Her day of luxury stored, 
She o'er her Saviour's haUow'd feet 

The precious odors poured ; — 

And wiped them with that golden hair, 

Where nace the diamond shone, 
Though now those gems of grief were there 

Which shine for God alone ! 

* " And il came between itie camp of il-.; Egyptians and the 
camp of Israel : and it was a cloud and darkness to ttem, but it 
gai-e iiglit by mghllo these." Esod.dv. 20. My application ol 
this passage is borrowed from some lal; prose writer, whose niuns 
I am ungrateful enough to forget. 
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Were not those sweets so humbly shed,- 
That hair — those weeping eyes, — 

And the sunk heart, that ioly bled, — 
Heapen's noblest sacrifice ? 

Thou that hast slept in error's sleep, 
wouldst thou wake in heaven. 

Like Mary kneel, like Mary weep, 
" Love much,"* — and be forgiven ! 



AS DOWN IN THE SUNLESS RETEEATS. 

A S down in the sunless retreats of the ocean, 

Sweet flowers are springing no mortal can see 

So, deep in my soul the still prayer of devotion. 

Unheard by the world, rises silent to thee. 

My God ! silent to thee — 

Pure, warm, silent, to thee. 

As still to the star of its worship, though p.louded, 

The needle points faithfully o'er the dim sea. 

So, dark as I roam, in this wintry world shrouded, 

The hope of my spirit turns trembling to thee, 

My God ! trembhng'to thee — 

True, fond, trembling, to thee. 



* " Her sins, which are many, are forgiven 
much." — St. Lvke irji. 47. 
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BUT WHO SHALL SEE. 



"pUT who shall see the glorious day, 

When, throned on Zion's brow, 
The Lord shall rend that veil away 

Which hides the nations now !* 
When earth no more beneath the fear 

Ofhis rebuke shall lie ;t 
When pain shall cease, and every tear 

Be wiped from every eye It 

Then, Judah ! tliou no more shall mourn 

Beneath the heathen's chain ; 
Thy days of splendor shall return, 

And all be new again. ^ 
The Fount of Life shall then be quaffed 

In peace .by all who come ! II 
And every wind that blows shall waft 

Some long-lost exile home ! 



* " And he will desUoy in this monntain the feie of the eovei* 
ing cast over all people, and the veil that is spread over all na- 

t " The rebuke ofhis pec^e shall he take avay from off all the 

t " And God shall wipe sway all tears from their eyes ; neither 
shall there be any more pain."— Kev. jii. 4. 

§ " And he that sal upon the throne said, Behold I mate ail 
things new."— Rev. xii. 5. 

II " And whosoever will, let him take Uio water of life ftee- 
^."— Rbv, iiii. IT. 
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ALMIGHTY GOD. 

A LMIGHTV God ' when round thy shrine 

The Palm-tree's heavcnlj branch we twine,* 
(Emblem of Lite's eternal ray, 
And Love that " fadeth not a\vay,") 
We bless the flowers, expanded all,t 
We bless the leaves that never fall. 
And trembling say, " In Eden thus 
The Tree of Life may flower for us !" 
When round thy Cherubs — smiling calm 
Without their flames §— v^e wreath the palm, 
O God ! we feel the emblem true, — 
Thy mercy is eternal too ! 
Those Cherubs with their smiling eyes. 
That crown of palm which never dies, 
Are but the types of Thee above — 
Eternal Life, and Peace, and Love. 

* " Scriptures having declared that the Temple of Jerasaleni 
was a type of the Messiah, it is nclural lo cnnclude thai the 
FALH9, wbich made so canspicuDUS a Sgnre in that structure, rep- 
resented that LIFE and .IMMORTALITY which were hrouglit to Ught 
by the Gospel." — ObBervalions on the Palm, as a sacred Emblem, 
by W. "Rgh. 

t " And he carved all the walls of the house round abont with 
carved figures of chcmbims, and palm-trees, and open flowebs." 

S " When the passovet of the tabernacles was revealed to the 
great law-giver in the monnt, then the cherubic images which ap- 
peared in that stnicture were no longer suirouzided by flames : for 
the tabernacle was a type of the dispensation of mercy, by whioll 
Jehovah confirmed his gracious covenant lo redeem maijiind." — 
Observations on the Palm. 
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OFAIR! PUREST! 



Q FAIR ! purest ! be thou the dove 

That flies alone to some sunny grove, 
And lives unseen, and bathes her wing, 
AH vestal white, in the limpid spring. 
There, if the hovering hawk be near. 
That limpid spring in its mirror clear 
Reflects him, ere he can reach his prey, 
And warns the timorous bird away. 

Be thou this dove ; 
Fairest ! purest ! be thou this dove. 

The sacred pages of God's own book 
Shall be the spring, the eternal brook. 
In whose holy mirror, night and day, 
Thou'It study Heaven's reflected ray : — 
And should the foes of virtue dare. 
With gloomy wing, to seek thee there, 
Thou wilt see how dark their shadows lie 
Between Heaven and thee, and trembling fly ! 

Be thou that dove ; 
Fairest ! purest ! be thou that dove. 

• la St. Augustine's tceolise upon the advantages of a Bolitmy 
life,addreBBed to his sister, there is the following fandfu! passage, 
from whieh the thought of this song is taken ; ' Te, soror, nunquam 
nolo esse securam, sed limere, semperque Hiam fnigililatem habere 
euspectiun, ad inslar pasidie tolumbfe frequentare rivos aqnarHm 
el quasi in speculo accipittis cernere superiolantis effigiem et ca- 
vere. Rivi aquanim sentential sunt seripturaruni, qn* de limpidis- 
Bimo aapientia fonie proftuentes," etc. etc. — Ds Vir. Eeemit. 411 

SOBOBEU. 
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ANGEL OF CHARITY. 



i NGEL of Charity, who, from above 

Comes to dwell a pilgrim here, 
Thy voice is music, thy smile is love, 

And pity's soul is in thy tear ! 
When on the shrine of God were laid 

First-fruits of all most good and fair, 
That ever hloom'd in Eden's shade, 
Thine was the holiest offering there ! 

Hope and her sister. Faith, were given 
But as onr guides to yonder sky ; 

Soon as they reach the verge of heaven. 
There, lost in perfect bliss, they die,* 

But long as Lose, almighty Love, 
Shall on his throne of thrones abide, 

Thou, Charity, shalt dwell above, 
Smiling forever by His side. 



BEHOLD THE SUN. 

jgEHOLD the Sun, how bright 

From yonder east he springs, 
As if the soul of life and light 
Were breathing from bis wings. 

* " Then Failh shall fail 
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So bright the Gospel broke 

Upon the souls of men ; 
So fresh the dreaming world awoke 

In truth's fiill radiance then ! 

Before yon Sun arose, 

Stars clustered through the sky — 
But 0, how dim, how pale were those, 

To his one burning eye ! 

So Truth lent many a ray, 
To bless the Pagan's night — 

But, Lord, how weak, how cold were th 
To Thy one glorious light ! 



LORD, WHO SHALL BEAR THAT DAT. 

T OED, who shall bear that day, so dread, so splendid, 
■^ When we shall see thy angel hovering o'er 
This sinful world, with hand to heaven extended. 

And hear him swear by Thee that time's no more ?* 
When earth shall feel thy fast- consuming ray— 
Who, mighty God ! who shaD hear that day ? 

* And the Angel which I saw stand upon the sea and upon tJia 
earth lifted up his hand to heaven, and swate by Him that lireth 
fcr CTCT and ever, thai there should be time no longer." Bev. i. 5. 
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When thro' ihe world thy awful call hath sounded, 
" Wake, all ye dead, to judgment wake, ye dead ! "t 

And from the clouds, by seraph eyes surrounded, 
The Savior shall put forth his radiant head ;t 

While earth and heaven before him pass away— If 

Who, mighty God ! who shall bear that day ? 

When, with a glance, the eternal Judge shall sever 
Earth's evil spirits from the pure and bright, 

And say to those, ' Depart from me forever !' 

To these, ' Come dwell with me in endless light !'* 

When each and all in silence lake their way — 

Who, mighty God ! who shall bear that.day » 



O TEACH ME TO LOVE THEE. 

f\ TEACH me to love thee, to feel what thou art, 
Till, filled with the one sacred image, my heart 

Shall all other passions disown — 
Like some pure temple that shines apart, 

Reserved for thy worship alone ! 

t "Awake, yBdeadiandooroe toju%nieDt." 

t They shsU see the son of man coming in the clouds of heaven, 
md all the ai^ls with him.— Mat. uiv. 30. 

II From whose face the earth and the heaTon fled away. Rev. ii. 

a Atid before Him shall bo gathered all nations, and He shaU 
Bflparate them one from another. Then shall the Kmg say unto 
Ihem on his right hand, Come, ye Uessed of mj Father Lnher.t 
,he kingdom prepared for yoa, &c. Then shall he .ay al^ onto 
them on the left hand, Depart from me, ye cursed, &c. And these 
shall go away into everlasting punishment ; but the righteOTS iota 
life eternal.— Mat. xxv. 32. 
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Ik joy and in sorrow, thro' praise and thro' blame, 
Thus still let me, living and dying the same, 

In Thy service bloom and decay — 
Like some lone altar, whose votive flame 

In holiness wasteth away ! 

Tho' bom in this desert, and doomed by my bbtJi 
To pain and aflliction, to darkness and dearth. 

On Thee let my spirit rely — 
Like some rude dial, that, fixed on earth. 

Still looks for its light from the sky ! 



"WEEP, CHILDREN OF ISRAEL. 

WEEP, weep for him, the Man of God — » 

In yonder vale he sunk to rest ; 
But none of earth caa point the sod+ 
That flowers above his sacred breast. 
Weep, ctildfen of Israel, weep ! 

His doctrine fell like Heaven's rain.i 

His words refreshed like Heaven's dew — 

0, ne'er shall Israel see again 
A Chief, to God and her so true. 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! . 

* And the children of Israel wept for Moses in the j-lains oi 
,Moab. Dedt. iMiv : 8. 

t And he buried him in h valley in the land of Moab ; but no 
man knoweth of his sepulchre imto this day. DeuT.isiiT; fl. 

t My doctrina shall drop as the tain, my speeeh shall distil at 
the dew. Moses' Sono, Deut. iixsii : 2. 
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Remember ye his parting gaze, 
His farewell song by Jordan's tide, 

When, full of g-lory and of days. 

He saw the promised land— and died ! ' 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

Yet died he not as men who sink, 
Before our eyes, to soulless clay ; 

Bnt, changed to spirit, like a wink 
Of summer lightning, passed away ! t 
Weep, childreu of Israel, weep ! 



LIKE MORNING. 

TVIKE morning, when her early breeze 

Breaks up the surface of the seas 
That, in those furrows, dark with night, 
Her hand may sow th d f 1 h — 



Thy grace can send b 1 
The spirit, dark and 1 b f i 
And, freshening all d p h 
For truth divine to e te 1 



* I iiave caused Ihee to see it with thine eyes, bii i iliou shak not 
go over Ihilher. Deut. jnufi ; 4. 

■f As he was going to embrace Eleazer and Joshua, and was still 
discoursing with them, a cloud stood over him on the sudden, and 
he disappeared in a certain valley, although he wrote in tho Holy 
Boolts, that he died, which was (lone out of fear, lest they should 
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Till David touched Iiis sacredlyre, 
In aUence lay th' unbreatling wire ; 
But, when he swept its chords along 
Even angels stooped to hear that song;. 

So sleeps the soul, till Tliou, O Lord, 
Shalt deign to touch its lifeless chord — 
Till, waked by Thee, its breath shall rise 
In music, worthy of the skies ! 



COME, YE DISCONSOLATE. 

pOME, ye disconsolate, where'er you languish. 

Come, at God's altar fervently kneel ; 
Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your 
anguish — 
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heal. 

Joy of the desolate. Light of the straying, 
Hope, when all others die, fadeless and pure, 

Here speaks the Comforter, in God's name saying— 
" Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot cure." 

Go, ask the infidel, what boon he brings os, 
What charm for aching hearts he can reveal, 

Sweet as that heavenly promise Hope sings us— 
" Earth has no sorrow that God cannot heal." 
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AWAKE, ARISE. 



A WAKE, arise, thy light is come ;" 

The nations, that before outshone thee, 
Now at thy feet lie dark and dumb — 
The glory of the Lord is on thee ! 

Arise — the Gentiles to thy ray, 

From every nook of earth shall cluster ; 

And kings and princes haste to pay 
Their homage to thy rising lustre.^ 

Lift up thine eyes around, and see, 
O'er foreign fields, o'er farthest waters, 

Thy exiled sons return to thee, 

To thee return thy home-sick daughters, t 

And camels rich, from Midian's tents. 

Shall lay their treasures down before thee ; 

And Saba bring her gold and scents, 
To fill thine air, and sparkle o'er thee.J 

• Arise, shine ; for ttiy light is come, and Ihe glory of the Lord 

§ And the gentiles sliall come to ihy light, and kings to the 
brightness of thy risitig. Isaiah Is. 

t Lift up thine eyes round about and see ; all they gather them- 
selves together, they come to thee ! thy sons shall come from afar 
and thy daughters shall be nursed at thy side. Isaiah It. 

t Tlie multitude of Camels shall qoser thee ; the dromedaries of 
Midian and Ephah ; all they from Sheba shall come ; they shaU 
bring gold and incense. Isaiab b. 
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See who are these that, like a cloud,* 
Are gathering from all earth's dominions, 

Like doves, long absent, when allowed 

Homeward to shoot their tremhling piniona. 

Surely the isles shall wait for me, t 
The ships of Tarshish round will hover. 

To bring thy sons across the sea, 
And waft their gold and silver over. 

And, Lebanon, thy pomp shall grace — J 
The fir, the pine, the palm victorious 

Shall beautify our Holy Place, 
And make the ground I tread on glorious. 

No more shall discord haunt thy ways,^ 
Nor ruin waste thy cheerless nation ; 

But thou shalt call thy portals, Praise, 

And thou shalt name thy walls. Salvation. 



first, to bring Ihj sons from iar Iheir s ver and iheir gold with 
them. Isaiah Ji 

t Tha glory of Lebano sha I cnme n o hee ; tho fir-tree, the 
pine-tree, and th? bos tnc^ether to iea fy he place of my sanctu- 
ary, and I will n ake he pla™ ol mj fpet g or ous. Isaiah Ix. 

5 Violence shall no more be heard in thy land, wasting nor de- 
struction within thy borders ! but thou shalt call thy walls Salva 
lion, Bad thy gates Praise. Ieaiah h. 
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The sun no more shall make thee htight.t 
Nor moon shall lend her lustre to thee ; 

But God himself shall be thy light, 
And flash eternal glory through thee. 

Thy sun shall never more go down .; 

A ray, from Heaven itself descended, 
Shafl light thy everlasting crown ^ 

Thy days of mourning all are ended, t 

My own, elect, and righteous Land ! 

The Branch, forever green and vernal, 
Which I have planted with this hand — 

Live thou shalt in Life Eternal.* 



+ Thy sun shall be ro more Ihy light by iloy ; neither for bright- 
ceas shM the moon gWe light unto thee ; but the Lord shall be 
nnlo thee sn evarlasting light, and thy God thy glory. Isaiah li. 

t Thy SHU shall no more go down, for the Lord shall be thine 
evetlasting light, and the days of thy mourning shall be ended. 
Isaiah Is. 
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THERE iS A BLEAK DESEET. 

fHERE is a bleak Pesert, where daylight grows 

weary 
Of wastiQg its smile on a reg-ion so dreary — 

What may that Desert be ? 
'Tis Life, cheerless Life, where the few joys that 

Are lost, like that daylight, for 't is not their home. 

There is a lone Pil^im, before whose faint eyes 
The water he pants for but sparkles and flies — 

Who may that Pilgrim be ? 
'Tis Man, hapless Man, through his life tempted on 
By fair shining hopes, that in shining are gone. 

There is a bright Fountain, thro' that desert stealing. 
To pure lips alone its refreshment revealing — 

What may that Fountain be ? 
'T is Truth, holy Truth, that, like springs under 

ground. 
By the gifted of Heaven alone can be found.* 

There is a fair Spirit, whose wand hath the spell 
To point where those waters in secrecy dwell — 

Who may that Spirit be 1 
Tis Faith, humble Faith, who hath learnt that 

Her wand bends to worship, the Truth must be there. 
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SINCE FIRST THY WORD. 

CjINCE first thy word awaked my heart, 

Like new life dawning o'er me, 
Where'er I turn mine eyes, Thou art. 

All light and love before me. 
Nought else I feel, or hear, or see — 

All bonds of earth I sever — 
Thee, O God, and only Thee 

I live for, now and ever. 

Like him, whose fetters dropped away 

When light shone o'er his prison,* 
My spirit, touched by Mercy's ray. 

Hath from her chains arisen. 
And shall a soul Thou bid'st be free 

Return to bondage ?— never ! 
Thee, God, and only Thee, 

I live for, now and ever. 



* And, bahold, the angel of lie Lord tame upon bim, and a l^ht 
ined in Ihe prison, and his chains fell off from his hands. Acts 
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HAKK, 'TIS THE BREEZE. 



■QAEK ! — 't is the breeze of twilight calling 

Earth's weary children to repose ; 
While round the couch of Nature falling, 
Gently the night's soft curtains close. 

Soon o'er a world, in sleep reclining, 
Numberless stars, through yonder dark, 

Shall look, like eyes of cheruhs shining 
From out the veils that hid the Ark. 

Guard us, Thou, who never sleepest. 
Thou who, in silence throned above, 

Throughout all time, unwearied, keepest 
Thy watfih of Glory, Power, and Love. 

Grant that, beneath thine eye, securely 
Our souls, awhile from life withdrawn, 

May, in their darkness, stilly, purely. 
Like " sealed fountains," rest till dawn. 
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) YOUR DWELLING?, YE SAINTED) 



WHERE is your dwelliog, ye sainted ? 
Through what Elysium more bright 
Than fancy or hope ever painted, 

Walk ye in glory and light ? 
Who the same kingdom inherits ? 

Breathes there a soul that may dare 
Look to that world of Spirits'? 

Or hope to dwell with you there ! 

Sages ! who, even in exploring 

Nature through all her bright ivays, 
Went, like the seraphs, adoring. 

And veiled your eyes in the blaze — 
Martyrs ! who left for our reaping 

Truths you had sown in your blood — 
Sinners ! whom long years of weeping 

Chastened from evil to good — 

Maidens ! who, like the young Crescent, 

Turning away your pale brows 
From earth, and (he light of the Present, 

Looked to your Heavenly Spouse — 
Say, through what region enchanted 

Walk ye, in heaven's sweet air ? 
Say, to what spirits 'tis granted. 

Bright souls, to dwell with you there ? 
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HOW LIGHTLY MOUMTS THE MUSE'S WINO. 

TTOW ligh ly m n b Muse's wing 

Wh h n he skies — 

Lite mon la ! tha sweeter sing 
Tlie n a H a ti ! y rise ! 

Though Love his magic lyre may tune, 
Yet ah ! the flowers he round it wreathes 

Were plucked beneath pale Passion's moon, 
Whose madness in their odor breathes. 



How purer far the sacred lute, 

Kound which Devotion ties 
Sweet flowers that turn to heavenly fruit, 

And palm that never dies. 

Though War's high-sounding harp may be 
Most, welcome to the hero's ears, 

Alas, his chords of victory 

Are wet all o'er with human tears. 

How far more sweet their numbers run 
Who hymn, like saints above, 

No victor, but th' Eternal One, 
No trophies but of Love [ 
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GO FORTH TO THE MOUNT. 



no forth to the Mount ^ — bring the olive-hranoh 

And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 
From that time, when the moon upon Ajalon's vale,t 
Looliiug motionless down, saw the Isings of the 

In thepresenceof God's mighty Champion growpale, 

O never had Judah an hour of such mirth ! 
Go forth to the Mount — bring the olive-branch home. 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 

Bring myrtle and palm—bring the boughs of each tree 
That is worthy to wave o'er the tents of the Free !^ 
From that day, when the footsteps of Israel shone 
"With a light liot their own, through' the Jordan's 
deep tide, 



* And that they should publish and proclaim in sll their cities, 
and in Jerusalem, saying, Go forlh unto the mounl, and fetch olive- 
hranches, ale. etc. Nehemiah viii : IS. 

t For since tiie days of Joshua the son of Nun, unto thai dajf, 
had not Ihe children of Israel dona so: and there was very great 
gladness. Nehehiah Till : IT. 

t Sun, stand then still uponGibeoD ; and thou, Moon, in the vcd- 
leyofAjaloii. JogHUii: 12. 

S Fetch olive-b ranches, and pine-htanches, and myrtle-branches, 
Bud palm -branches, and branches of thick trees, to make booths. 
Kehehiah viii : 19, 
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Whose waters shrunk back as the Ark glided on— 

never had Judah an hour of such pride ! 
Go forth to the Mount — bring the olive-branch hod 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 



IS IT NOT SWEET TO THINK. 

TS it not sweet to think, hereafter, 

When the Spirit leaves this sphere, 
Love, with deathless wings, shall waft her 
To those she long hath moTimed for here ' 

Hearts, from which 't was death to sever, 
Eyes, this world can ne'er restore. 

There, as warm, as bright as ever, 
Shall moet us and be lost no more. 

When wearily we wander, asking 
Of earth and heaven, where are they, 

Beneath whose smile we once lay basking — 
Blest, and thinking bliss would stay ! 

Hope still lifts her radiant fmger 
Pointing to the eternal home. 



t And the prksts that bare the ark of the corcnaiit of the Lord 
flod firm on dry gronnd in the midsl of Jordan, and all the Istael- 
es passed over on dry ground. Joshua iii ; 17. 
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Upon whose portal yet they linger, 
Looking back for us to come, 

Alas ! alas ! doth Hope deceive us ? 

Shall friendship, love, shall all those t 
That bind a moment, and then leave us, 

Be found again where nothing dies ? 

0, if no other boon were given, 

To keep our hearts from wrong and s; 

Wh.0 would not try to win a Heaven 
Where all we love shall live again 1 



WAR AGAINST BABYLON. 

"WAR against Babylon !" shout we around,* 

Be our banners through earth unfurled ; 
Eise up, ye nations, ye kings, at the sound — t 

" War against Babylon !" shout through the world ! 
O thou, that dwrellest on many walers,i 

Thy day of pride is en led now ; 
And the dark curse of I';rael s daughters 

Breaks, like i thunder cloud over thy brow ! 
War, war war agamst Babylon ! 

* Shout Bgainet her round about JEnEwifiH i ; 16. 

t Set up a standard m ([e land blow the trumpet among the 
uHtions, prepare the uHI ons agiiu^t her call together against her 
the kingdoms, etc. etc jEHEwiiH h 37. 

t O thou, that dvellest upon manj waters, thy end ifi come, 

jEBEHIAHlilia. 
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Make bright the arrows, and gather the shields.-J 

Set the standard of God on high — 
Swarm we, like locusts, o'er all her fields, 

' Zion ' our watchword, and ' Vengeance' our cry ! 
Woe ! woe ! — the time of thy visitation* 

Is come, proud Land, thy doom is east — 
And the black surge of desolation 

Sweeps o'er thy guilty head, at last ! 
War, war, war, against Babylon ! 



5 Make triglit the arrows ; galliet ihe shields .... set np 
the standard ujjon the walls of Babylon. Jehemiah U. 

• Woe unlo them I for iheir day is come, the lime of their Tisiia- 
tion. Jebbuiah Ii. 
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miSH MELODIES. 

ABer the BalUe - 33 

As a beam o'er Ihofceol the waters may glow 11 

As slow our ship her foamy Irack SS 

As vauqniah'd Erin wapt heside US 

At the mid hour of night, when stars are weaping 6B 

Avenging end hright fall the swift sword of Erin « 

Before the Battle 32 

Behero me, if all those endearing young charms aS, 

By that Lake whose gloomy shore ...-. 46 

By Ihe Feal'9 wove heniEhted 119 

By the hope within ui sprmging 32 



Come, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer 

Come, send romid the wine, and leaie points of belief -. 

Dear Harp of my country ! in darkness I found thee 

Desmond^s Song ,,,4, 4, ---... .„.,,.,., 

Down in tho valley coma meet me to-fiight 

Drinlt of this cup— you'll find there's a spell in 

Drink loher who long 

Echo 

Erin I oh Erin ! 

Erin! the tear and the smile in thine eyes 
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Fairest ! put on awhile 112 

Farewell! — but wheiieTer you welcomo the Lour M 

Ktl the bumper feir 79 

Ply not yet j lis jusi ihe hour 7 

Poi^t not the field where they perished 92 

Fromlhis hour the pledge is given HO 



Has sorrow thy young days shaded 

Here we dwell, in holiest bowers 

How dear to me the hour when daylight dies ■ . 
How oft has the Benshee cried 



Pd mourn the hopes Ihatleave me 6T 

Ifthou'ltbemine, Iha treasnres of air 90 

111 Omens 31 

In the morning of liie, when its cares are unknown 84 

In yonder ?8lley there dwelt, alone 117 

I sow from the beach, when the morning was shining - . . 73 

I saw Ihy form in yonthfal prime 45 

It is not the tear ai this moment shed 3S 

I'veasecret to tell thee, hot hushi not here 131 

I wish I was by tliat dim Lake 121 

Lay his sword by his side ■ j*. '.....,>-,..---■' 13& 

Lesbia hath a lieaming eye. 43 

Let Erin remember the days of old ao 

Like the bright lamp that shone in Kildare's holy fane 26 

Love and the Novice Si 

Love's young Dream 39 

My gentle Harp, once mote I waken sa 

Nay, tell me not. dear, that the goblet drowns 13 

Ne'er ask Iho hour— what is It to us 9S 

Night clos'd around the conqueror's way 33 

Ho, not more welcome the fairy numbers 70 
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O'Donohue's Mistress 

Of all ihe feir months tliat ronnd tha sun 

Oh Arranmote, loy'd Arranmore 

Oh banquet not in those shining bowers 

Oh bisme not the hard, if he fly to the bowers 

Oh breathe not his name, lei it sleep in the shade . 

Ohoouldwe do with this world of ours 

Oh doubt mo not 

Oh for the swords of former time 

Oh had we some bright little isle of our own 

Oh haste and lea?e this sacred isle 

Oh the days ate gone, when Beauty bright 

Oh the BiRht entrancing 

Oil the fchamtock ■ 

Oh think not my spirits are always as light 

Oh 'tis sweet to think that where'er we rove 

Ob weep for the hour 

Oh whete's the slave so lowly 

Oh, ye Dead 1 nh, je Dead 1 whom we know 

On Music 

One bumper at parting, iho' many 

Quickl weharo but a second 

Remember the glories of Brien ibe Brave 



Sail on, sail on, thou fearless bark 

Shall the Harp then he silent, when he 
She is for from the land where heryoun 
She Eung of Love, while o'er her lyre. 
)h Moyie, be the roar of thy w 
is in our festal halls 

g, svreet Harp, oh sing to me ... . 

g of Innisfail 

g of the Battle Eve 
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